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PARIS WITH DAD’S BEST FRIEND 


Sara 


This is supposed to be our last big trip before I head off to 
college. A few days in Paris the city of love and then attend 
the wedding of my childhood babysitter, but there is a last 
minute change in plans. Now dad says I can’t go unless... 


Unless he comes. 


The man I’ve crushed on since I was a teen. But he would 
never see me as more than just his best friend kid right? Or 
can the city of love give me the love I’ve been hoping for? 


Mark 


I knew this was a bad idea from the second my best friend 
asked me to escort his daughter to a wedding. She’s 
eighteen, and probably doesn’t even need a chaperone. In 
fact, I bet lll be cramping her style. But that’s not it - the 
main problem I’m facing. 


Sara has grown into one beautiful woman. 


I saw her not too long ago, at her graduation party. That 
night took my breath away. Her smooth and voluptuous 
body squeezed into that little white party dress, clinging to 
her body in all the right places, showing me once and for all 
that she had grown up. If I could ever have doubted it 
before, I don’t now. 


And I want her. Even if she is my best friend's daughter. 


And what better place to make her mine then the city of 
love. 


*Paris with Dad’s Best Friend is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAP bER ONE 


“Sit down for a minute, will you?” Dad says. 


That’s how I know it’s not good. Warily, I take a seat in front 
of him, frowning as he moves to sit beside me. Whatever 
news he has to tell me, suddenly I have a pit in my stomach 
telling me that I really don’t want to hear it at all. “What’s 
going on?” I ask. 


“Its about Larissa and David’s wedding,” he says, raising a 
hand in objection before I can open my mouth in surprise. 
“Just wait. I know you’ve been looking forward to it for a 
long time, but I’m afraid there’s been a change in plans. 
There’s just no way around it.” 


I can feel my heart plummeting down into that pit in my 
stomach. What Dad says is true - I really have been looking 
forward to this trip for a long time. Larissa used to live next 
door to us when I was growing up, and she was just the 
right age as a teenager to babysit me whenever my Dad 
went out. We ended up getting really close, especially since 
Dad has always been a workaholic. When we found out she 


was getting married - in Paris, of all places - we knew right 
away that we would be booking our flight to join them. 


Now it’s the day before our trip, my suitcases are all packed 
and ready to go - and there’s been a change in plans. I 
stare at Dad, utterly speechless. Is he really telling me that 
we can’t go after all? 


Then another thought crosses my mind, that there might be 
something wrong with Larissa herself. “What’s happened?” 
I blurt out. “Is Larissa okay?” 


“Oh, she’s fine, she’s fine,” Dad waves a hand dismissively. 
“Or at least, as far as I’ve heard. No, it’s work. I’ve been 
called into the LA office. I’m going to have to fly out there 
tonight, and I won’t be back until the end of the week. I’m 
sorry, darling, I know you were looking forward to going 
together.” 


Now I really am speechless. No, scratch that I can find 
words. They just aren’t pleasant ones. “Are you serious?” I 
say, leaping to my feet. “I’m already packed. We’ve been 
planning this for months. Larissa’s expecting us to be at her 
wedding. Dad, this was supposed to be my last big trip 
before college. I can’t believe you’re cancelling it!” 


“Sit down,” Dad says wearily. “I’m not cancelling anything.” 


I’m so intrigued by his words, and the hope in them that I 
might still be going, that I actually do as I’m told and sit 
down. “What do you mean?” 


“T’ve organized a chaperone,” Dad says, looking extremely 
pleased with himself. “I couldn’t have you going out there 
on your own, and the room and the flights are already 
booked and paid for. All I had to do was change the name 
on the bookings, so you’re still going as we planned. It just 
won’t be with me.” 


A chaperone? I frown again as I try to figure out what that 
means. One of my dowdy old aunts, maybe, who will spend 
the whole trip cooing over how much I’ve grown since 
Christmas and trying to give me presents that would be 
suited to a much younger girl. They don’t quite get the fact 
that I’m eighteen now. They still think of me as that little 
girl that they remember from years ago. That won’t be 
much fun at all. 


“Well?” I ask impatiently, seeing that Dad has a smug look 
on his face and is clearly waiting for me to ask so that he 
can show off. “Who is it?” 


“Mark,” Dad says, with a wide smile. “I called him up this 
morning, and he’s been able to rearrange his schedule.” 


Mark. Okay, well, that is completely unexpected. 


This time I really, genuinely, have nothing to say. Mark, 
Dad’s best friend, someone I’ve seen more times than I can 
count, who’s always been there while I was growing up. 
Over the past few years we’ve seen him less and less, as his 
life has become busier and so has ours. But still, the name 
alone is enough to send a shiver through me. 


Because, after all, I’ve had a crush on Mark since I can 
remember. Ever since I started to notice boys I knew that 
he was attractive, and when I was a teen I started to fall 
hopelessly in love with him. Even though there’s been some 
distance between us lately, I haven’t left those feelings 
behind. 


“Okay,” I concede, my thoughts racing. The only thing I do 
know is that Dad can absolutely not know how I feel about 
Mark - and neither can Mark, for that matter, because he’s 
always going to see me as a little kid. Just like everyone 
else. “That doesn’t sound so bad.” 


“Glad to hear it.” 


I turn at the sound of his voice, my eyes widening and a 
flush rushing to my cheeks. Because there in the doorway is 
Mark, live and in the flesh. I guess he was waiting here for 
Dad to tell me. He looks amazing. He’s dressed in black 
jeans and a casual black shirt, the top couple of buttons 
open to reveal his tanned skin. His smile is uncertain, but 
his eyes - that magnetic pale blue under his dark hair - are 
just as stunning as I remember them. 


“Mark,” I gasp out. “ Hi.” 


“You ready for our trip?” he asks, and a thrill goes through 
my whole body at the thought. 


CHAPTER TWO 


“You ready for our trip?” I ask awkwardly, trying to ignore 
just how fast my heart is beating inside my chest. 


I knew this was a bad idea from the second my best friend, 
Paul, asked me to escort his daughter to a wedding. She’s 
eighteen, and probably doesn’t even need a chaperone. In 
fact, I bet lll be cramping her style. But that’s not it - the 
main problem I’m facing. 


The main problem is that Sara has grown into one beautiful 
woman, far more beautiful than I could ever have imagined. 
I still remember what she looked like as an awkward, 
gangly teen with braces and acne but there is absolutely no 
trace of that adolescence left on her now. 


It’s not like this was a complete surprise. I saw her not too 
long ago, at her graduation party - an event that I couldn’t 
miss, having been a friend of the family for so long. That 
night took my breath away. Her smooth and voluptuous 
body squeezed into that little white party dress, clinging to 
her body in all the right places, showing me once and for all 


that she had grown up. If I could ever have doubted it 
before, I don’t now. 


I watched her dance at that party and I had to hold my 
drink down low to hide how stiff I was getting. Looking at 
her now, still in white with a camisole and shorts that hug 
her hips, I feel the same way. I fight to clear my mind and 
focus on the situation at hand, instead of getting hard 
again. 


“Yeah, I guess,” Sara says, shrugging and giving me a small 
smile. “I’m all packed already.” 


I was hoping for a better reaction, but I suppose she’s still 
adjusting to the news. She was probably looking forward to 
having a nice couple of days with her Dad before the 
wedding and then going off to college. If anything, I start to 
feel a little guilty about the fact that I’ll be stopping her 
from getting to have that. But it’s not like it’s my fault. It’s 
either she goes with me, or she doesn’t go at all, Paul made 
it pretty clear that he wasn’t willing to let her travel that far 
on her own. 


I guess this is his last chance to be a real tight-leash parent 
before she’s away at college and can do whatever she 
wants. I don’t blame him. When I look at her, I feel that 
protective urge to make sure that everyone else stays away. 


“T’ve got all the flight details, hotel booking, everything 
ready,” I say, waving a small folder Paul gave me with the 
full bookings so that we have everything we need. “ Not that 
I can read half of it. You speak any French?” 


“High school French,” Sara laughs. When she laughs, her 
whole face lights up. It’s like a bolt of pure life goes right 
through her body. That life, that energy - it’s one of the 
things I really like about her. I want to be a part of that. To 
feel it running right from her body and into my own, too. “I 


heard they speak a lot of English over there. I’m sure we’ll 
be fine.” 


“That’s right,” I say, smiling warmly at Paul to reassure him. 
“We'll be fine.” 


I need to tell him that, and Sara too, so that neither of them 
worry. But even as I say it, I can’t be quite sure that it’s 
true. 


Because the thing is, I need to do my duty for my best 
friend. We’ve known each other for longer than Sara has 
been alive, so there’s no way I should jeopardize that 
relationship. It’s wrong to want his daughter. I know that. 
But at the same time, I look at her and I can’t help it. 
There’s a primal, animal need in me for her to be mine. I 
want to make it that way. God help any boy who tries to hit 
on her on this trip - this wedding in Paris, of all places, just 
about the most romantic scenario anyone could dream of. If 
they do I might just have to play the protective chaperone 
and knock their lights out. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Tomorrow comes quicker than I could have imagined - what 
with trying to get to sleep but tossing and turning with 
excitement, and then sleeping in as a result, it ends up 
being a mad dash to get to the airport on time. Dad drives 
me there so I don’t have to pay to leave my car in the 
parking lot, and I’m still brushing out my hair and checking 
my makeup as we drive. 


“I don’t know what you’re bothering for,” he snorts. “ You’re 
only going to be sitting on a plane for hours. Everyone looks 
terrible when they get off a plane.” 


“Not me, Dad,” I tell him with a knowing smile. He’s a 
typical Dad, no idea about fashion, looks, or the latest 
trends. Unlike Mark, who has always kept himself in good 
shape and still looks amazing. I wonder if it’s because he’s 
never had kids. 


We pull up outside the airport in the drop-off zone and I 
struggle to grab my suitcase out of the trunk, almost 
dropping it with the unexpected weight. I’d forgotten how 


much I packed into it. My purse falls off my shoulder and 
hits the back of the car, a dead weight clunking against my 
arm, giving me one more obstacle to deal with. 


“Need a hand?” I look up to see Mark smirking at me. He 
doesn't wait for a reply, stepping in closer, he grabs the 
handle of my suitcase and waits for me to let go before 
hefting it down to the sidewalk. I watch his muscles move 
under the sleeve of his black shirt and find myself unable to 
stop staring. I might need to come up with some excuses to 
watch them flex a few more times before the end of this 
trip. 


“Thanks,” I manage to tell him, despite the fact that I can’t 
tear my eyes away from his biceps long enough to meet his 
eyes. 


“You two have fun,” Dad yells out of the car window. He’s 
already waving at us, which I take as a hint for me to close 
the trunk and step out of the way. I can see why - it’s a busy 
airport, and people are already getting impatient in the line 
behind him. 


“See you soon, Dad,” I say, feeling a little sad to wave him 
off. The truth is, I really was looking forward to this trip 
with him. But getting to spend it with Mark instead? Well, 
it’s one hell of a consolation prize. 


We walk through the airport to find our check-in desk, Mark 
insists on pulling my suitcase behind him as well as his own. 
I use the crowded area as an excuse to occasionally fall 
behind him and check out those arms of his, ogling them 
when I’m sure that he can’t see me. Check-in is quick and 
easy since we already did the first part online, but not long 
after that we get into the line for security checks - and 
that’s when things really slow down. 


There’s something about seeing a line that snakes every 
which way in front of you and never seems to end that can 
really put a damper on your enthusiasm for your travel. 


“Don’t worry,” Mark says. “We’ll make the flight in time. 
We’ve got a couple of hours yet.” 


I sigh, but nod and crease a smile for him. I guess he’s 
right. There’s nothing for it but to wait, shuffling forward a 
step or two every few minutes as the line keeps moving 
onwards. 


I let my eyes focus off somewhere in the distance and let my 
mind drift. In this boring atmosphere, I soon start 
fantasizing about a new life that might be much more 
exciting, a life with Mark. It’s just a dream, of course, 
because I know he’ll never see me that way. But I can 
dream - and what a dream it is. 


Maybe it’s because of all of the families around us, I end up 
picturing us sitting by the pool in some holiday resort 
Sipping away on cocktails and taking in the sun. In front of 
us, a couple of kids splash about in the water, laughing and 
giggling. I try to picture what a mini person made up of an 
equal mixture of Mark and me would look like, and end up 
smiling. We’re almost complete opposites - Mark tall and fit, 
me short and curvy; him dark-haired, me blonde. Our kids 
might well look like anything at all. 


Of course, if I’m going to daydream about it, I may as well 
daydream about model-worthy kids the kind of beautiful 
kids that you see in advertisements. I picture them running 
over and dripping water on us as they try to convince us to 
get in the pool with them. Mark would roll his eyes at me 
and pretend not to want to, but after a bit of playing 
around, he would charge forwards with the boys in his arms 
and jump right in... 


“Are you coming?” Mark says, sounding amused. 


I look up with a start and realize that he’s looking back at 
me from a good few steps ahead. I got so sucked into my 
daydream that I forgot to pay attention to what was going 
on around me, and the line has moved on pretty far ahead. 
Someone behind me is tsking as I blush bright red and 
move up to join him. 


“Not having doubts about Paris, are you?” Mark asks. I can 
tell he’s teasing, but I want him to know that’s not it in 
anyway. 


“Not at all,” I say, still a little flustered. “I was just... off in 
my own little world.” 


A world that involved him in swim trunks, not that he needs 
to know that little detail. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


I knew this was going to be a bad idea, and I did it anyway. 
Now here we are, and I can’t stop looking at her. It serves 
me right for agreeing to do Paul a favor. 


As we stand in line I have the perfect excuse to stare at 
Sara’s face, she seems to have drifted off completely into a 
daydream. She’s not even paying attention to anything else, 
just moving forward automatically whenever the people in 
front do. Funny little expressions keep passing over her 
face - smiles and frowns, and an almost wistful look which 
makes me ache a little inside. 


I have to laugh at her when she drifts so deep into her own 
thoughts that she doesn’t notice the line moving. I’d love to 
know what she’s thinking. 


We finally get through security and we’re home free on the 
other side, with plenty of time to explore to spare. I’m glad, 
because this is my favorite part of traveling. That, and 
getting somewhere exciting on the other side. 


“Where do you want to go first?” I ask, glancing around at 
all of the different stores, with their shiny store fronts and 
tantalizing displays of big savings on name brands. I like to 
stock up on cologne when I travel, not to mention looking 
for little gifts I can take back home. Even if I don’t give 
them out right away, there’s always a family member who 
will benefit from some expensive gift that wasn’t quite as 
expensive when I picked it up. 


“I want to look at the makeup counters,” Sara says. “You 
don’t have to come with me, if you don’t want. We can meet 
up in a bit before we need to go to the gate.” 


I smile and shake my head. “I don’t mind coming with you.” 
I want to watch her, to enjoy her presence. After all, I might 
not get many more chances after this trip. She’ll be going 
off to college, and I’ll be staying right where I am. That 
means if I’m going to make her mine, I have to move 
quickly. 


Not that I’ve fully convinced myself I’m going to make her 
mine yet, even though I desperately want to. Paul, my best 
friend still stands in the way in my head, a blockage that is 
going to be hard to ignore. 


Sara leads the way to the makeup counters, moving 
between crowds of tourists standing and looking at stalls or 
walking slowly through the corridor. We’re almost there 
when some rude prick in a Hawaiian shirt comes out of 
nowhere, practically running as he dodges between all the 
people in the way. He knocks into Sara and she nearly goes 
flying, having to stumble back and hold onto a stand of 
different bags of candy for support. 


“Hey!” I shout, striding forward and easily catching up with 
the guy. He almost fell over himself when he went into Sara, 
and he’s trying to get back up to speed but he quickly starts 
going nowhere when I grab onto the back of his shirt and 


haul him around to face me. “What do you think you’re 
doing? You nearly knocked her over!” 


The guy darts a shifty look towards Sara and attempts to 
shrug free of my hands, shaking his head. “I’m in a rush,” 
he says. 


“I can see that,” I tell him, shaking his shoulder for good 
measure. “But you’re not in too much of a rush to apologize 
for running into a lady, are you?” 


Apparently my hint falls on deaf ears, because he’s still 
trying to shrug my hand off and looking in the direction he 
wants to go, not at Sara or me. “My flight’s going to leave,” 
he mutters. 


How rude can one guy get? I tighten my grip on his shirt. 
“Hey. Look at me! Tell her you’re sorry.” 


He’s still not listening, still not hearing the message. He 
shoots a glance at Sara and shakes his head again, 
screwing his face up. “She was in my way, man,” he says. 
“Let me go. I’ve got a flight to catch! She shouldn’t be 
blocking the way with her fat ass like that!” 


I see red. An apology is no longer going to cut it, not from 
this guy. I won’t have anyone talk about Sara like that. I 
bring my fist back ready to smack him in the face. 


And then pause, feeling a soft hand wrap itself around my 
arm close to my elbow, catching me and holding me back. I 
look around to see Sara, watching me with a worried 
expression. 


“Mark,” she says urgently. “Airport security is watching. 
You'd better let him go.” 


My fist sags in the air a little as I look up, following her 
gaze, and realize that she’s right. Two security guards with 


their hands on their radios are watching us closely, clearly 
ready to step in the moment things get even remotely hairy. 


I drop my arm and turn back to the prick, who is watching 
me with a worried expression of his own now. 


“Well?” I demand. 


“Sorry,” he mutters, barely audible. Then he shrugs my 
hand off which he can do because I’ve loosened my grip and 
disappears off into the flow of people moving towards the 
gates. 


Sara sighs with relief, and I realize that her hand is still on 
my arm. She seems to realize it at the same moment and 
jerks it away, coughing awkwardly. “That was really close,” 
she says. “We might have been kicked off the flight.” 


“Yeah, well,” I mutter. The encounter has put me in a bad 
mood. “That was the only reason I let him off like that. He 
needed knocking out. If we weren’t being watched, I would 
have laid him out on the floor for the way he treated you.” 


“That’s not necessary,” Sara says quickly, putting on a 
bright smile that I don’t think is genuine. “Anyway, I’d 
better get to this makeup, otherwise we’re going to be the 
ones in a rush.” 


I watch her walk ahead of me for a moment, trying to cool 
down the boiling anger in my blood. If she was mine, I 
would protect her always. 


But my head might not get a choice in whether I make her 
mine after all. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


I felt a thrill run through me as Mark faced off against the 
guy who had nearly knocked me over. Maybe I should have 
been scared or something, but I wasn’t. I couldn’t take my 
eyes off him. The way he squared up to the guy, looking like 
he was going to beat an apology out of him. It was only 
when I saw the security guards out of the corner of my eye 
that I thought I’d better put a stop to it. 


I believe him when he says he would have knocked him out 
for me. That only makes me want him even more. Is he this 
way with all women, or am I a special case? And if I am, 
then is it because I’m his best friend’s daughter...or 
something more? 


The appeal of going through duty free and buying things 
has kind of worn off after the encounter, so I don’t end up 
buying anything after all. Mark offers to get me something 
but I shake my head, I just want to get on the plane now. I 
love flying, and the excitement of getting somewhere new. I 
just want to be in the air already. 


After what seems like forever we finally get on the plane. I 
feel a sense of relief, and also the excitement coming back 
again. We’re going to Paris, a place I have dreamed about 
visiting my whole life. It’s really happening. And I’m going 
with Mark, of all people. Could this trip be any more of a 
fantasy? 


It’s a long flight, and I realize that I’m tired already. 
Traveling is exhausting, even if Mark did carry my bags for 
me most of the time. I want to sleep, but at the same time I 
feel absolutely wired - so excited about the days that are to 
come. 


“We should get some rest,” Mark suggests. “We’ll have to 
get on the road as soon as we land and check into our hotel. 
We'll be there in the late evening, so we probably won’t get 
to sleep at a normal time. With the time difference on top, 
we'll be really tired.” 


“You’re right,” I say, an idea forming in my head. I fish 
inside my carry-on bag and draw out an eye mask, perfect 
for blocking out unwanted light on the plane. “I’ll try and 
get some rest now.” 


Mark pulls out the in-flight magazine and starts to read it as 
I nestle my head back against the seat, pretending to try to 
sleep. He doesn’t need to know that I’m still wide awake - 
and that I don’t think Ill be falling asleep for a good while. 
This is all part of my plan. 


Pretending to be asleep is boring and tedious, but I don’t 
want to make my move too early. It has to be realistic. I 
keep still and regulate my breathing, slow and soft, so it 
sounds as though I’ve fallen asleep. I almost want to pat 
myself on the back for how convincing my performance is. I 
didn’t know I was such a genius at acting. 


When I feel like it’s been a long enough time - it’s hard to 
tell, with my eyes blocked and the relentless hum of the 
plane around me - I slowly enact the next part of my plan. I 
start to lean, gradually, letting my weight take me over until 
I slump down with my head on Mark’s shoulder. 


For a moment I feel his muscles stiffen as I make contact. I 
deliberately focus on keeping my breathing steady and 
relaxing my own body, so that he won’t guess that I’m 
actually awake. It seems to work, because after a while he 
relaxes again, not at all moving to push me away. 


I start to smile, then quickly fight to keep my facial muscles 
under control and relaxed as well, remembering that the 
mask only covers my eyes and he might still be able to see 
me in the reflection of his screen. I wondered if he would 
push me away, but he seems fine to just let me sleep. We 
stay like that for a long time, my head on his shoulder, our 
breathing slowly forming a joint rhythm. 


I don’t want to move from here again, not even if my 
muscles get sore or I get a crick in my neck. I just want to 
keep this contact with him for as long as possible. The hum 
of the plane and the sound of Mark’s breathing drowns out 
the other sounds around me, and the rhythmic rise and fall 
of his shoulder under my cheek starts to lull me into sleep. 
After a while, the pretense becomes real, and I drift off 
leaning against him. 


CHAPTER SIX 


When Sara’s head lands on my shoulder, I stiffen in 
surprise. I feel the warmth of her against me and instantly 
feel heat travel to the pit of my stomach, against my best 
efforts. Physical contact with her is almost unbearable now 
that I know I want to make her mine. 


She sleeps quietly resting against me, and I give up reading 
the in-flight magazine. I don’t want to disturb her, so I just 
sit still. I turn my head minutely to the side and I can smell 
her hair, fragrant and fresh, a scent like roses. 


It’s not a decision that I even have the capacity to make my 
body and my heart have made the choice without my head’s 
input. But I know what that decision is, now. She will be 
mine. I don’t have any other choice. I will make her mine. 


My eyes travel slowly down and across, taking in the curves 
of her body where she sits. From above I can almost see 
down the shirt she’s wearing, the swell of her breasts 
disappearing into the fabric. I think about getting my hands 
on them and my fingers twitch with desire. Down, further, 


to the curve of her hips, wide child bearing hips, like a 
fertility goddess. Then I think about the space between her 
legs and I have to tip my head back and swallow, hard. It 
wouldn’t do for the stewardess to walk past and see me 
with a tent in my pants. 


I have only known Sara - this new Sara, this adult that 
suddenly sprang up out of the girl I used to know, who I 
barely noticed at all for a short time, but already she’s 
consuming me. I think about breeding her, putting a baby in 
her and watching her belly swell with my child. A subtle 
readjustment of my crotch is required before I close my 
eyes and try to think about something else that won’t turn 
my blood into liquid fire. 


I must have fallen asleep, too, because I wake to realize the 
Captain is telling us to fasten our seatbelts for the descent. 
I glance at Sara quickly and, seeing that we’re both still 
strapped in, I let her sleep a little longer. In the end, she 
comes to when the plane touches down on the runway and 
bounces a little, causing her to jerk awake. 


“We're here,” I tell her, grinning as she peels off her eye 
mask and looks around with groggy confusion. 


“Oh,” she says, rubbing at her face and beginning to cast 
around for her carry-on bag and her things. I want to catch 
her by the chin, pull her towards me, and kiss that adorable 
confusion away until she’s awake and alert. But I don’t. It’s 
too early for that. 


The journey through the airport to the carousel, the wait 
for the bags, and then the taxi to the hotel pass in a blur. 
The nap on the plane was not enough, we need more sleep, 
and we’ve effectively been woken up in the middle of the 
night. Still, we make it to the hotel without incident, and I 
even manage to keep enough of a level head to make sure 
we’re not being overcharged for the ride. I make sure to 


carry Sara’s bags for her every step of the way. She doesn’t 
need to be straining herself, especially not when she’s half- 
asleep, that’s how injuries happen. 


“Hello, sir,” the receptionist says, looking up with a 
brightness that I don’t feel as Sara and I enter the hotel 
lobby. “Are you checking in tonight?” 


“Uh, yes,” I say, trying to remember the details. “We have a 
booking for Mark West and Sara Thompson.” 


The receptionist scans her screen carefully. “I’ve found Sara 
Thompson, but...” 


“Oh!” I realize the booking may not have been updated to 
reflect the new details. “You might have it down as Paul 
Thompson. We had to change our plans last minute.” 


“Sara and Paul, that’s right,” the receptionist says. She 
makes a few more clicks and then brightens again, smiling 
and nodding. “Yes, I can see the updated notes in the 
booking here. That’s great. If you can just sign here for the 
room, and I'll get your key ready.” 


Something about that sentence sits a bit wrong with me, 
but I can’t put my finger on it. I take the paper she’s passed 
towards me and sign it, looking over the details of the 
rooms as I do. 


Wait a second... 


The receptionist returns with a key and places it down on 
the counter, a slim key card inside a paper slip that tells us 
the room number and the Wi-Fi code. I check it to be sure 
that I haven’t missed something, but there it is, one single 
key. And now I know what it was that caught my attention 
about what the receptionist said. 


“Hang on,” I say, the truth dawning on me as I read over 
the room details that I’ve just signed for again. “There’s 
been some kind of mistake.” 


CHAPTER- SEVEN 


My ears prick up at the concern in Mark’s voice, and I 
realize there must be something really wrong with the 
room. What’s going on? 


“What is it, sir?” the receptionist asks, her bright smile 
faltering. 


“The room,” Mark says. “Well, I mean, that’s just it the 
room. We’re supposed to have two rooms.” 


The receptionist bites her lip and starts clicking around on 
the screen again, frowning. “I have just a single room 
booked on the system.” 


“That was the original booking,” I speak up, remembering 
what Dad told me. When it was just me and him, he had 
booked it for a cheaper option. Now that it was going to be 
me and Mark, he’d had to make an upgrade. “Originally it 
was a twin room with two beds so that Dad and I could 
share. But when we changed the booking to be in Mark’s 
name, we changed it to two rooms.” 


“Let me look again,” the receptionist says, obviously 
starting to feel a little flustered. Maybe even embarrassed 
on our behalf. I feel embarrassed myself...and concerned. 
What are we going to do if the booking is wrong? We’re 
supposed to be here for the next few days, and then the 
wedding. 


“Shouldn’t it be in the updated notes, like with the change 
of name?” Mark asks. 


The receptionist shakes her head. “I’m sorry, sir. I’m looking 
at it now and the notes simply say to upgrade from a twin 
room to a double room. That means you’re booked into a 
room with a double bed.” 


“A double bed?” Mark repeats. “As in, just one bed between 
the two of us?” 


“It appears so.” The receptionist does sound apologetic, but 
she also seems fairly resolute. It doesn’t seem as though 
she’s sympathetic enough to help us to change the booking. 


“Well, can we get an extra room now?” Mark asks. “Sara 
can keep the double, I don’t mind that. I can pay for the 
difference now.” 


“TIm afraid we’re fully booked at the moment, sir.” The 
receptionist tucks her glossy dark hair behind her ear. “I 
understand there’s a wedding party booked into most of the 
rooms, so there’s nothing left at all. We sold out some time 
ago, and it was only luck that we had one last-minute 
cancellation to allow the booking upgrade. The room 
reserved for the original booking was re-booked almost 
immediately.” 


“Right,” Mark says. He looks at me with wide eyes, and an 
apologetic shrug. “I guess we'll have to take it.” 


He takes our bags, as I’m getting used to, and starts to heft 
them towards the elevator. “But what are we going to do?” I 
ask in a loud whisper, running after him. 


“We'll have to share a bed.” 


It’s not that it doesn’t sound appealing. Actually, it really 
does. But I doubt that he wants to be forced to share a bed 
with his best friends’ daughter. It doesn’t sound like the 
lovely and luxurious trip to Paris that Dad sold him on. 


“Its fine,” he says, stepping through the doors of the 
elevator as they open. “You can take the bed, Sara. I’ll set 
myself up on the floor.” 


“On the floor!” I blurt out, as we travel up through the 
floors, alone again in the enclosed space. “You can’t do that! 
You'll never get comfortable.” 


Mark shoots me an amused look. “I’ve slept in worse 
places,” he says. “Don’t worry. There are always spare 
pillows in the top of the closet, and a spare blanket as well. 
I’ll be plenty comfortable.” 


He sounds resolute, and I can’t argue with him. What can I 
say? Certainly not that I’d like him to sleep in the bed next 
to me, so I can accidentally curl up next to his tight muscles 
and feel his arms around me when he automatically reaches 
out. Just like in the movies, we’ll wake up together and he’ll 
realize that this is what he wanted all along - after an initial 
burst of embarrassment and shock, and some humorous 
misunderstandings, of course. 


Maybe I should stop watching so many romcoms. Either 
way, | feel a tight pit of disappointment in my stomach, and 
I’m grateful when the doors open. We step out into the 
corridor, Mark leading the way, so I don’t have to try to hide 
the emotions on my face. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Sleeping on the floor isn’t exactly my idea of a good time, no 
matter what I might have said to Sara. It’s true that I’ve 
done worse, but that was a long time ago - and it’s been a 
long time since I didn’t have the money to be able to make 
my nights as comfortable as I could possibly want them to 
be. 


Uncomfortable or not, though, I’m playing the long game. 
I’m not going to risk forcing things or making Sara feel 
uncomfortable instead. I fully intend to share a bed with 
her, but when I do it will be with her permission. Playing the 
chivalrous gentleman first just makes it even more likely 
that she’ll accept. 


I know an opportunity to play the good man when I see one. 


It’s not that I’m being manipulative, it’s just that this is the 
way it has to be, she deserves to be treated with respect. 
Paul certainly wouldn’t forgive me if I didn’t treat her right. 
And given the fact that I’m going to need to get him back on 
side after taking his daughter and making her my wife, the 


best start is by giving her a story to tell about how I was the 
perfect gentleman. 


We move quietly into the room, glancing around quickly 
before we start to put our suitcases away and get ready for 
some more sleep. It’s a nice room, a wide double bed, 
probably actually a King size, fitted with plain white and 
gold sheets, with a dark floor and gold detailing on the 
fixtures and fittings. There’s a closet big enough to hang up 
both of our wedding outfits, which we do right away to let 
the wrinkles out of them, and a desk at one side of the room 
with a chair and television. At the other side, a floor length 
window is hidden behind heavy gold curtains. 


The one other door in the room opens into a nicely outfitted 
bathroom, with modern fittings including a shower, and 
marble surfaces. The shower is rainforest-style and includes 
all kinds of buttons to send different scents and products 
coming out from various nozzles. All in all, it’s a nice room. 


I gather the spare bedding materials and make myself a 
temporary home on the floor, padding it with pillows to 
make sure my body will be comfortable. In the end, it 
doesn’t look so bad. Just like camping. 


Sara emerges from the bathroom shyly, ready for bed. She’s 
wearing a nightgown that hangs mid-way down her thighs, 
with a sweet pattern of pink hearts and clouds over it. 
Somehow, it doesn’t look childish - the lace at the neck and 
the low cut see to that. 


“I’m ready for bed,” she says, moving quickly towards the 
bed and getting in. “ You can use the bathroom.” 


I smile, grabbing a few things out of my suitcase and 
moving towards it. 


There are two days left before the wedding. Those two days 
are for us to go sightseeing, and I know how I’m going to 
spend them now. I can see very clearly what I need to do. 


Sara is mine, she just doesn’t know it yet. So, I have two 
days, and then the wedding itself, to show her that she 
belongs to me. I know exactly how to get started with going 
about it. 


I smile to myself as I get ready in the privacy of the 
bathroom, thinking of Sara and that alluring nightgown. I 
can’t wait to get started on the next few days - and show 
her what she could be looking forward to for the rest of her 
life. 


CHAPTER NINE 


I’m just checking a few things on my phone, using the 
hotel’s Wi-Fi, when Mark emerges from the bathroom. I 
nearly squeak out loud, and I know my cheeks go red when 
I see him. Apparently, he doesn’t wear pajamas so much as 
just a pair of loose shorts. My eyes travel down over his 
toned and muscled chest and stomach, down to his finely 
muscled calves and thighs. If there was one thing I 
expected from tonight, it wasn’t to already be seeing Mark’s 
half naked body. 


I’m reminded that he’s basically the same age as my father, 
but they couldn’t be more different. While my Dad looks like 
a typical father, not at all attractive, Mark is still in shape. 
More than in shape. I can see that he spends a lot of time at 
the gym, and I don’t blame him. If I had a body that looked 
like that, I’d want to preserve it, too. 


Preserving it might well be exactly what I will do, in my 
memory, that is. I need to hold onto this. It’s a real treat. 


“Night, then,” Mark says cheerfully, getting down on the 
floor and nestling into his makeshift bed. I still feel guilty 
about that, he should be sleeping somewhere more 
comfortable. 


But what am I supposed to say? Hey, now that I’ve seen 
your naked chest and found it incredibly attractive, I’d 
really like you to sleep up here with me? I doubt that would 
go down so well. I’m supposed to be the good girl here. 
He’s my chaperone, Dad sent him on this trip specifically so 
that I wouldn’t get myself into any sort of trouble. 


“Night,” I say, reaching over to turn off the light by the bed. 
Just like that, the room plunges into darkness. I set my 
phone down on the bedside table, feeling too self-conscious 
about the way the light from the screen will illuminate me 
to carry on using it. 


I think about Mark, laying on the floor down there, so close 
and yet so far away. I can’t even see him from this angle, of 
course that means that he also can’t see me either. Which 
means I don’t feel quite as guilty as I maybe should feel as 
my eyes flutter closed and I start to drift off into fantasyland 
again. 


Mark... I replay in my mind the moment he stepped out, the 
full view of his body hitting me square in the center. Heat 
rises up in the pit of my stomach, and I lick my lips, 
imagining what it would be like to run my hands over his 
chest. 


He really can’t see me here, can he? I risk raising myself up 
on my elbows a bit to look, my eyes adjusting slightly to the 
darkness in the room, but I still can’t see him. That 
reassures me, and when I lay back down again, my fingers 
creep their way between my legs and under the fabric of 
my panties. 


I start to touch myself slowly, catching my breath and then 
throwing the duvet over my mouth to stifle the sound as I 
imagine what must be under those loose shorts of his. I 
picture him getting up and coming over to the bed and 
slipping in under the sheets next to me. I’d feel the heat of 
his body radiating close to mine, and I’d inch my hand out 
towards him, slowly, shyly. I’d meet hot flesh, and realize 
that he’s stripped completely, his naked thigh under my 
hand. Then I’d move that hand up and up, until I finally 
touch - 


Well, okay, I can’t exactly picture that in my head. The 
problem is, I’ve never actually touched one of those before. 
Better stick to what I can imagine. I picture him touching 
me instead, putting his hands on my breasts, slipping his 
hand between my legs, doing what I’m doing now. 


The fantasy feels so good, but I know it can’t be anywhere 
near as good as the real thing. As soon as I really start to 
get somewhere, I always come up against the same issue 
and I can’t finish off the imaginary scene, because I don’t 
know what comes next. I’ve never had sex before. I’m a 
virgin. How am I supposed to finish off the scene in my 
head? 


I stop moving my fingers with a sigh, realizing that it’s all 
pointless. I need to feel the real thing - to know what it’s 
like to have Mark touching me, someone else’s hands other 
than my own. To have him inside me and understand how it 
feels. Not that that’s ever going to happen. I’m just his best 
friend’s daughter. He didn’t even take the opportunity to 
share a bed with me. 


I roll over, wrapping myself up in the duvet as I nestle into 
the comfortable bed, pulling my eye mask down over my 
eyes again. I need to get some real rest, uninterrupted this 
time, and then I can face tomorrow. It’s a new day, after all. 


I drift off into a dream, a dream that has me walking 
through the streets of Paris, halfremembered from 
postcards and movies. I look to the side and see Mark 
walking beside me, wearing only his loose sleeping shorts 
and nothing else, not even shoes. He’s smiling and waving 
at the people we pass by. After a moment, I realize that 
people are staring at me, too, and nudging each other - and 
I look down and realize that I’m naked, too, without even a 
pair of shorts this time. 


I feel a sense of panic rising up, but in the dream, Mark 
slips his arm around my waist and pulls me close against 
him. He tells me not to worry, that it’s all fine so long as I’m 
with him. I relax when he says that, and I don’t even mind 
that an old man is staring at me with his eyes almost falling 
out of his head. Mark’s right. I don’t know how this is 
supposed to go, so I’ll let him guide me in that... 


I open my eyes with a start. For a moment I think that Mark 
shook me by the shoulder in the dream, and when I open 
my eyes to see him standing above me dressed exactly the 
same way, it takes me a moment to distinguish dream from 
reality. 


“Mark?” I croak, finding my voice dry and rusty. 


“Morning,” he says, straightening up with a smile. “I didn’t 
think I was going to be able to wake you. You were dead to 
the world.” 


I offer him a slight smile, feeling a light breeze over my 
thigh. 


My thighs...? 


I look down and realize that I must have pushed the covers 
off in the middle of the night. They’re all gathered away 
from me, some of them trailing down onto the floor, and 


everything except my feet are uncovered. Not only that, but 
my nightgown has ridden up from its safer position, leaving 
me bare from the upper thighs down. Another little inch, 
and my panties would be on full display. I tug the hem down 
quickly, wondering just how much Mark has seen. 


“Ready for our first day in Paris?” he asks cheerfully. I guess 
he must not have seen anything at all or if he did, he isn’t 
showing any signs of it. 


“Yeah,” I tell him. “rl, um. Just go get ready.” 


“Great,” Mark says, already pulling things out of his 
suitcase. “Pll get changed out here. We’ll go down for 
breakfast and then head out.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


I stand over Sara as she sleeps. Calling her name didn’t 
wake her up, and I was a little reluctant to come closer; 
after all, in the middle of the night she’d managed to push 
her nightgown up to the middle of her stomach, with her 
white panties on full display. I feel like she wouldn’t like 
finding out that she was vulnerable like that, and that I saw 
it. 


I sneak over to the bedside and take hold of the silky 
material of her nightgown, wincing to myself as I pull it 
gently as far down as I dare, to somewhere lower on her 
thighs. It’s the most I can do without risking waking her up 
in the middle of moving her clothes, which would probably 
be even worse. 


There’s another problem, too. From the moment I realized 
she was uncovered like that I felt myself getting hard, 
imagining what it would feel like to slip those panties off 
and thrust myself inside of her. I want to go into the 
bathroom to jack off, but it wouldn’t be worth it. No, I need 
to dedicate my time to getting the real thing. 


I wake her up gently, enjoying her confusion as she slowly 
remembers we’re here in a hotel room in Paris. The thought 
of her going into the bathroom and getting naked forces me 
to turn away from her and rummage through my suitcase 
so that she can’t see the tent forming in my shorts, and 
when she’s behind the locked door I have to palm myself a 
little just to satisfy the urge. It’s going to be a tough few 
days, keeping my hands off her until she’s ready. I just have 
to keep reminding myself that the prize is going to be more 
than worth it. 


Today I have plans to show her what my life is like, and my 
reach. As the CEO of a tech company, business has been 
good, and it shows no signs of slowing down. That means I 
can afford to splurge a little bit, and I rarely deny myself 
the things that I truly want. Until now, that hasn’t extended 
to women. I’ve never really come across a woman that I 
knew I had to have, or that I felt would be the right fit for 
me. But when I look at Sara, it’s a different story altogether. 


And today, she’s going to understand what it could be like 
for her to be my woman. 


I dress quickly, and when Sara comes out of the bathroom 
in a pretty sundress that wraps over her curves, I’m ready 
to go. 


“What are we doing today?” she asks, hunting around for 
things to put in her purse. 


“Leave that to me,” I say, winking. “I’ve got some ideas in 
mind. I did a bit of research ahead of time. Just follow me.” 


“Wait, but what should I bring?” Sara worries. 


I grin. “The street map we got at the airport, and yourself. 
That’s all.” 


Before long I’m leading her along one of the busy shopping 
streets in Paris, dodging past other tourists and moving into 
a much more refined area. Here, there are security guards 
on the doors to make sure that only the most desirable 
clientele get within the stores. Each boutique is name- 
brand, and most of the tourists that come along here 
wouldn’t be able to trade in their car for some of the items 
they sell. 


I can see that Sara is enjoying the neighborhood by the way 
she stares around happily, looking through the windows of 
the stores and admiring the displays. But when I move to go 
into one of them, she hesitates. 


“I can’t afford anything in there,” she says, tugging at my 
sleeve. 


I flash her another wink. There was a reason I picked out a 
Hugo Boss shirt today, and my most expensive watch. It’s 
easy to look like you don’t have much at all, but when you 
do have enough money to contend with these places, you 
don’t have to work hard to prove it. Flash a little bling and 
walk right past the security guard with confidence, and 
they’re not going to turn you away. It’s funny, but the most 
they really do is scare off the ‘ordinary’ people from even 
trying to go inside. 


I’m not an ordinary person, and I haven’t been for a long 
time. 


“Maybe not,” I tell Sara. “But I can.” 


Then I lead her inside, past the silent and stiff doorman, 
who doesn’t so much as turn his head in our direction. 


Inside the store is air conditioned and sweet smelling, a 
deliberately cultivated atmosphere all designed to be part 
of the experience. Several slim and tall store assistants 


flutter around, tending to the small number of customers 
already inside. 


“Can we help you today, sir?” one of them asks, stepping 
forward as if on a cue as we pass by her station. 


“Yes,” I say. I turn to Sara and give her a knowing look, 
telling her to play along. “My friend and I are going out for 
dinner tonight, but it turns out that she doesn’t have 
anything to go with my suit. Something in dark blue. Do you 
think you can accommodate that?” 


The saleswoman looks at Sara, and I see just a flicker of 
doubt in her expression. If she’s thinking about telling us 
she can’t find anything to fit Sara’s perfect curvy form, then 
she’s about to experience a dressing down. 


But, thankfully, she doesn’t say that. She just nods and 
smiles, and tells us to follow her. 


We go through to the back of the room, where changing 
rooms with black velvet curtains are surrounded by plush 
seats. I sit down while Sara is ushered into one of the 
rooms, the assistant deftly finding and bringing several 
dresses and even a two-piece suit with feminine tailoring. 
All of them are in dark sapphire tones, just as I asked for. 


It doesn’t take long for Sara to emerge wearing the first 
one, her eyes wide in amazement at how good she looks. I 
guess she’s never had anyone buy her designer clothing, 
because she’s never realized how amazing her body can 
look in a dress that’s really made to flatter. 


It hugs her in all the right places, and streamlines others. 
She looks even more like the goddess I know she is. 


“Mark,” she says, running her hands over the fabric in 
wonder. “This is so beautiful.” 


“T agree,” I say. I’ve made my decision. I take my wallet out 
of my pocket. “Ring it up for me, would you?” I tell the sales 
assistant. 


“Mark!” Sara gasps, moving closer to me as the sales 
assistant heads away obediently. “You can’t. It’s so 
expensive.” 


“Don’t tell me what I can’t do,” I tell her, amused. “It will 
only make me more determined to do it.” 


“But...” 


“No buts. It looks good on you, and I can afford it. So, why 
not?” I grin at her. “It’s my treat. Do you want to try on the 
others?” 


“No,” Sara says hastily. I wonder if she’s worried that I'll 
threaten to buy them all. “No, this one is so perfect.” 


“Alright, then,” I tell her. “Go get changed, and I'll pay.” 


We reconvene at the counter, the assistant handing over a 
sturdy bag for Sara to happily swing at her side as we 
continue to explore. I can tell that she’s pleased, even 
though she wanted to protest. She might be a little 
flustered at the value, but she likes the gift. 


And if she likes that, then she’s going to love everything 
else that I have planned. 


“Shall we move on?” I ask. I offer her my elbow, kind of a 
test to see if she will take it. She does, and I know she’s 
warming up to the idea of seeing me as more than just her 
Dad’s friend. 


Now I just have to make sure she understands what I want. 
Her. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


I take Mark’s arm as we walk back onto the street, holding 
an unbelievable amount of money wrapped up in a simple 
paper bag emblazoned with the logo of the brand. I almost 
want to fold it up and put it in my purse to hide it . I’ve 
never carried something this expensive around so openly, 
and I’m afraid that someone will try to take it. 


Maybe I’m afraid in general. Because the more time I spend 
with Mark, the more that teenage crush I had starts to feel 
more and more like the real thing. He’s perfect in every 
way, handsome, charming, a real gentleman, and now 
overwhelmingly generous. 


It’s just a shame that he still sees me as his best friend’s kid. 
It hits me then that he probably just bought me the dress 
because he’s acting like a kind uncle. He never had children 
of his own to spoil and spend money on. Is that what this is? 
Just giving me whatever I want because he can? 


The thought is disappointing. I can only hope that I’m 
wrong, and that he offers me his arm because he wants to 


be closer to me. But why would he? I know I’m not exactly a 
catch. Eighteen years old, overweight, I don’t even have a 
job or a degree yet. I’m so far away from him, with his 
position as CEO of an important company, his older age... 
he must be just swimming in swimsuit and lingerie models 
on a regular basis. And what am I, compared to that? 


Mark checks his watch, which I notice for the first time is 
gold and expensive looking. “It’s just about lunchtime,” he 
says. “Should we find somewhere to eat?” 


“That sounds good,” I say, feeling even more eagerness in 
my step as I think about sampling real French food for the 
first time. “What did you have in mind?” 


Mark sends me a knowing smile. “What makes you think I 
have something planned?” 


I nudge him lightly with my elbow against his side. “The fact 
that you’ve had everything planned out so far.” 


Mark laughs, straight white teeth showing as he throws his 
head back. “You’re right,” he says. “I have. Well, I know a 
place. It’s just this way.” 


We thread through wide boulevards and side streets, 
outlined in pale grey sidewalks that match the facades of 
the buildings. I can barely keep track of where we’re going, 
but Mark walks confidently and assuredly, without having to 
check a map. I wonder if he’s been to Paris before. It makes 
me feel at ease, even though I have no idea where we are. I 
know I can trust him to get me to the right place. 


We emerge onto another street, fringed with leafy trees 
that soar elegantly above the boulevard, and a café looms in 
front of us with neat yellow canopies above the windows. A 
couple of tables outside are already occupied by women 
with large, dark sunglasses and small dogs, smoking 


cigarettes and watching people pass by with their high- 
heeled legs crossed at the knee. 


“Here we are,” Mark says, with an air of satisfaction. 
I eye the place dubiously. “It looks expensive,” I say. 


Mark shakes his head dismissively. “Money doesn’t matter,” 
he says. “This is the best café in Paris. Just wait until you 
taste their macarons.” 


There’s no room for argument, not that I would want to 
disagree. The sweet, sugary smell that wafts out of the door 
when Mark opens it is enough to convince me that I don’t 
want to miss this. Inside, spindly and elegant ironwork 
tables are matched to chairs with plush cushions tied to the 
seats, and a low counter across one side of the room holds 
all kinds of fabulous cakes, pastries, and delicate sweet 
concoctions. 


We find a table easily, despite the fact that the place is 
otherwise crowded. When the server greets Mark by name, 
I realize that he must have book ahead. He really thought of 
everything, didn’t he? 


“Oh, gosh,” I exclaim, looking down at the fine, pink paper 
menu the server hands us. In delicate gold script each of 
the menu items is listed out, and I honestly don’t know 
where to begin. Macarons in all colors and flavors, 
cupcakes, cakes, pastries, it all sounds so good. How am I 
supposed to choose? “There’s so much to choose from.” 


“Tt all sounds good, doesn’t it?” Mark says, cocking his head 
as he looks at me. 


“Tt really does,” I agree. 


“That’s settled, then,” Mark says, gesturing towards the 
server to come back and take our order. 


I’m confused. We haven’t even decided on what we want 
yet. Why is he calling her over? 


But when she pauses, her pen hovering expectantly over 
her order pad, Mark simply hands the menu back. “One of 
everything, please,” he says. 


The server’s eyes widen just as much as mine do. That must 
be a huge order. I haven’t yet exactly worked out the 
exchange rate of dollars to euros in my head, but I know the 
numbers listed on the right hand side of the menu weren’t 
small. 


“Yes, sir,” the woman says, in highly accented English. 
“Would you like everything at once, or in courses?” 


Mark looks at the small size of the table between us, and 
smiles. “How about courses?” he suggests. “I’ll take a coffee 
as well.” 


“Me, too, please,” I hastily add. 


The delights that begin to arrive at our table defy 
description. There are the macarons first, each one a tiny 
and delicious slice of heaven, with pure and strong flavors 
in the crunchy shell and creamy filling. Lemon, strawberry, 
chocolate, peanut butter, raspberry, each one is a burst of 
flavor and color on my tongue. We share half each of a tray 
laden down with every flavor the café serves, leaving 
behind only a few crumbs as evidence that the perfectly 
constructed treats ever existed. I’m surprised that Mark 
keeps pace with me, I know I can eat, but he maintains such 
a fit figure. 


We have scarcely cleared all the bite-sized pops of the 
macarons when more things arrive, flaky, buttery pastries, 
small in figure but full in flavor. Pain au chocolat served 
warm with a melting middle, a perfect croissant with tart 


cherry conserve, pain au raisins, and other pastries topped 
with cool apricot in the center or drizzled with sweet icing. 


Even I feel myself beginning to flag when we move onto the 
cakes and cupcakes. I manage one more, a beautifully 
constructed cupcake with glittery purple icing and tiny 
icing roses that tastes of blueberries and vanilla. I look at 
the rest in despair, noticing that Mark hasn’t even finished 
his pastries. 


He is, however, watching me intently. I wonder if I’ve gone 
too far, got too carried away. I always do when I eat. Maybe 
he’s disgusted by me. 


But at the slow smile spreading across his face, I think that 
can’t possibly be it. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Watching Sara eat is like looking at a painting by one of the 
renaissance masters. It’s a work of art. I can’t tear my eyes 
away from her. 


She enjoys every bite, stops to embrace the flavor, to sense 
the things that it’s doing to her tongue and the inside of her 
mouth. There’s a sensual pleasure in her when she eats, 
something that most people miss entirely. They don’t see 
the potential in food, only experiencing it as a way to gain 
energy and stay alive. A necessity. 


For Sara, it’s much more than that. I’m so glad I brought 
her here. This food should be appreciated by someone who 
really tastes it, not the skinny girls that come here to see 
and be seen and pick at their one treat of the month as if it 
will kill them. Long after I’m done eating, I watch Sara, 
working her way through all of the treats they’ve brought 
to our table. 


I can’t help having to shift in my seat, moving my napkin as 
an excuse to surreptitiously adjust myself. Watching her eat 


is making me hard. Hell, it seems like everything about 
Sara makes me hard. I can’t believe I never saw this 
potential in her before, but it was only right to wait. 


I notice she’s starting to look doubtfully at the rest of the 
cakes in front of us, and that she hasn’t picked up anything 
new for a while. “Are you full?” I ask her. 


“T think so,” she says, but she keeps eyeing the table with 
something like distress. “But there’s so much left.” 


“Don’t worry,” I tell her with a smile, understanding the 
reason behind her anxiety. “We won’t waste anything. I'll 
ask the server to make us up a togo bag, and we can take it 
back to the hotel for later.” 


“Perfect,” Sara grins, sitting back with a satisfied sigh. “I 
couldn’t imagine wasting any of this.” 


I smile back, finishing off my coffee with a swig. I’m thinking 
of suggesting that we sit for a while longer to digest and 
then move on, when something catches my eye, a pair of 
young, long legged, skinny girls to the side of us, who might 
be models. They're leaning towards each other 
conspiratorially, and their eyes are fixed on our table. Not 
on me, though, which is probably why I didn’t notice them 
until now, on Sara. 


They’re sniggering under their breaths, although just 
barely. One of them points as I watch, and says something 
else. It’s in French, and in a low voice, but I don’t have to 
hear it to be able to imagine what they might be saying. 
They’re mocking her, my Sara. My woman. Laughing at the 
curvy girl eating cake. As if their skinny asses are more 
attractive than hers. 


I wouldn’t ever hit a woman, but that doesn’t mean I can’t 
enact a small revenge. I wipe my mouth with my napkin, 


dumping it on the table as I shift to get out of my chair. “I’m 
going to the bathroom,” I say. “If you see the waitress, ask 
her to box these up for us.” 


At Sara’s nod, I get up and start to walk towards the back of 
the café where I imagine the bathrooms to be. It just so 
happens that as I walk between the closely packed tables, I 
stumble a little and knock into the elbow of one of the two 
girls, who was just then taking a sip of her coffee. 


She gives a cry and a gasp of surprise as the coffee rocks 
forward in her hand, sloshing up over her face and then 
spilling all over the table. Her companion also makes a 
noise of complaint as the spillage rapidly races towards her, 
falling over the edge of the table and onto her lap as she 
desperately tries to avoid it. 


The first girl looks at me with complaint in her eyes, but I 
meet her gaze steadily with a hard edge that will tell her, 
without language barriers, exactly why I knocked into her 
elbow. Under my glare she begins to falter, eventually 
assuming a look of fear. 


Her friend, who has not yet been on the receiving end of my 
wrath, is a little behind says something in French to me that 
doesn’t sound pleasant at all, and I switch my gaze over to 
her. Though she had been getting out of her seat to 
complain, she sinks slowly back into it, finally lowering her 
eyes to the surface of the table. 


Good. I move past them to the bathroom, and when I 
return, they have both disappeared and the table is 
sparkling clean, as if nothing ever happened. I have no idea 
if Sara noticed anything or not, for the sake of making sure 
she feels good about herself, I hope she didn’t. 


“Alright,” I say, picking up the neatly packaged pink box 
containing all of our leftovers. “Are you ready to go do the 


tourist thing? We are in Paris, after all.” 


Sara grins as she gets up and grabs her purse, as well as 
the bag containing her new dress. “Show me the way,” she 
says eagerly. “Where to first?” 


“Where else?” I ask, offering her my arm as we step outside 
of the café. “I was thinking the Eiffel Tower. We can do 
those pictures that look like you’re holding the tip of the 
tower under your finger.” 


Sara laughs happily, and I know I’m doing a good job of 
showing her the day I wanted her to have. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


A long and totally wonderful afternoon of sightseeing 
stretches out behind us, and the air in the city is starting to 
get cool as we turn our backs on the Arc du Triomphe, our 
last stop of the day. 


“Well, it’s time for dinner,’ Mark says, checking his watch 
again. He’s definitely right, it’s late evening already, and 
although all of the sweetness of lunch went a long way, I’m 
starting to feel hungry again thanks to all of the walking 
we've done today. 


“How far is it back to the hotel?” I ask. “We’ve come a long 
way, haven’t we?” 


Mark nods. “Actually, yes. It would be even a good distance 
by cab, especially with the streets of this city and how they 
twist and turn. We should just get dinner somewhere 
nearby.” 


“But I’m wearing day clothes,” I say. I suppress a shiver. It’s 
already getting cool enough that I would rather go 
somewhere warm, especially if I have the opportunity to eat 


something there too. But my summery day dress is not at all 
suitable for the kind of places that I’m beginning to 
understand Mark prefers. 


There’s no way I’m going into one of those fancy 
restaurants without looking the part. 


“Tt’s fine,” Mark says. “You can just get changed.” 


“Into what?” I ask, mouth gaping open. It’s alright for him. 
He’s already dressed impeccably in black jeans and a black 
shirt - an outfit that works at any time of day or night. 


“Are you forgetting?” Mark lifts the bag he took from he 
long ago to ease my shoulder. “We have your new outfit 
right here.” 


I laugh in surprise. He’s right. The dress we bought earlier 
is perfect. “But where?” I ask. 


“We’ll go to a fast food place,” he says, a smile playing on 
his lips. “It’s simple. Il get in line for food while you go into 
the bathroom and get changed. I’ll pretend to struggle with 
the menu, and when you come out, I’ll simply say loudly that 
I don’t want to eat there after all and we leave.” 


I laugh, covering my mouth. “That’s a lot of subterfuge just 
to get access to a free toilet.” 


“Tt’s fun,” he grins. He grabs my hand and pulls me towards 
a nearby fast food place, an international chain with bright 
light spilling out of the windows into the early twilight. We 
stifle a laugh as we enter, then try to appear serious as we 
pull off our plan. 


It goes off without a hitch, except for the elderly employee 
with a bucket and mop who sighs and shakes her head at us 
as we leave. I guess a lot of people try to pull that kind of 
prank, knowing that the bathrooms are for customer use 


only. Still, she doesn’t try to stop us from going or make us 
place an order. 


In retrospect, it was probably quite conspicuous for me to 
emerge in a completely different outfit. 


Just a few short streets away, down a romantically cobbled 
lane, Mark leads me to an old building which looks as 
though it might have seen most of the history of Paris pass 
before it. Inside turns out to be an extremely charming 
restaurant, complete with ornate candlesticks on each table 
and waiters in suits that look more expensive than most of 
my wardrobe put together. 


Excepting, of course, my new dress. 


We take a seat, and I’m not at all surprised to find that 
Mark had us booked in here as well. He seems to be an 
expert at guiding me at a casual pace across a route that 
always takes us to exactly where we need to be at any given 
moment - either that, or he’s just booked us in at every 
single restaurant in Paris, just in case. 


The menu tells me exactly how fancy this restaurant really 
is. There are only a few select options for each course, and 
each of them contains words I don’t understand, even 
though they are apparently translated into English. What’s 
more, there is a sample menu option which runs to 
hundreds of dollars per person. 


Which, of course, is exactly the option that Mark orders for 
the both of us, along with a sparkling wine for himself and a 
similar non-alcoholic option for me. 


“Pm not even going to argue with you anymore,” I say, as 
soon as the waiter has left us. “You don’t seem to care 
about how much money you spend.” 


Mark chuckles. “You get it now,” he says. “No, money really 
isn’t an object for me. I can afford all of this. Besides, we’re 
on vacation. If you can’t treat yourself while on vacation, 
then when can you?” 


“What is it exactly that you do?” I ask. I’m curious, and I 
think it’s only fair that I know after all of the time and 
money he’s spent on me. Plus, I’ve been finding him more 
and more fascinating as time goes on. Not just because of 
my crush, but because of how he is - so carefree and 
youthful, and confident, in charge. 


“You don’t know?” Mark asks, taking a sip of the wine the 
waiter sets down in front of him and giving a nod of 
approval. 


“T’ve heard Dad say that you’re the CEO of a tech company,” 
I say. “But I don’t know what that means, exactly.” 


Mark laughs. “Well, neither do most people,” he says. 
“Including me, sometimes. But to put it basically, I’m in 
charge of the whole company. That comes with a high salary 
and a lot of other benefits.” 


“What does the company make?” I ask. I’m still having a 
hard time understanding exactly how he could be this flush. 


“We don’t make anything, not really,” Mark explains. “We’re 
an internet security company. That means we put measures 
in place to protect sites, and their servers and databases, 
from outside attacks. With our trusted name, customers are 
more likely to shop online if they can see that the site is 
secured with our protection. That means a lot of online 
stores are willing to pay for our services to keep everything 
secure.” 


I nod, even though I don’t fully get it still. “So, basically, 
because you’re a trusted name in the industry and everyone 


needs some form of protection, you get a good hold on the 
market and a lot of revenue.” 


“That’s it in a nutshell,” Mark says. His eyes are twinkling at 
me, as if he’s impressed that I know enough about business 
to understand that. I guess he still thinks of me as a kid. 


“Pm thinking of majoring in business studies,” I tell him, 
changing the subject only slightly. “I don’t know if I ever 
want to actually run my own company, but I guess it’s a 
degree that will come in handy for a lot of different 
positions.” 


“T see,” Mark says. “And what kind of... positions have you 
considered?” 


There’s something about the way that he says positions that 
makes me feel like the room is getting warmer. I’m saved 
from replying by the appearance of the waiter again, which 
is a bit of a relief. I could feel my cheeks heating as I 
struggled to think of something to say. 


The dishes that are laid before us, several of them at once, 
contain small portions of food that nonetheless is arranged 
exquisitely. Mark and I make our way across the plates, 
each of them providing an explosion of flavors. I’m 
astonished at how delicious everything is. 


“So,” Mark says, with our entrees out of the way. “How does 
your first Michelin star taste?” 


I gasp, looking down at the plates and then back up at him 
for confirmation. He nods in amusement, and I glance 
around the restaurant with new eyes. So, this is amongst 
the best of the best...? 


“Amazing,” I tell him, truthfully, and not just because I now 
know why this place is so expensive. I really did enjoy every 


bite, and now I’m looking forward to the next course even 
more. 


Mark grins at me. “Good,” he said. “There’s plenty more 
where that came from.” 


For a moment I have to wonder whether he means just 
today, or for the future, too. If he means that we might end 
up dining together in restaurants in other places around 
the world, enjoying the finest things life has to offer. But 
that’s just wishful thinking, isn’t it? I’m sure he only means 
for tonight. 


We talk and eat, and talk some more. By the end of the 
evening I feel like I know Mark better than I ever have. 
Who he is as a person, how he spends his time. I didn’t even 
know that he has two homes, one near where I grew up and 
one in New York. I suppose that’s why we’ve seen less of 
him over the past few years. 


The most interesting of all is that he admits to never having 
a wife - something I always thought I must have missed, 
because a man like Mark would surely not stay single for 
long. But when I ask him about girlfriends, he tells me no, 
that he’s always been focused on his career and on 
spending time with his friends. 


Could that mean that I have a chance? 
Or does it mean he’s still not interested in love at all? 


Only one thing is for sure. I’m dying to find out, and by the 
end of this trip, I might just have to come up with a way to 
get an answer. 


CHAPTER“FOURTEEN 


After a wonderful and relaxed meal, I take Sara back to the 
hotel in a taxi, my eyes lingering on her every chance I get. 
She’s an eloquent conversational partner when she gets 
going, even if she doesn’t quite have the self-assurance to 
back it up just yet. 


I keep being surprised, over and over again, by just how 
much she knows about the world. She’s grown up, become 
a woman. A strong, knowledgeable, sexy woman, who 
doesn’t even yet know it herself. 


All the drive back, I can’t stop looking at Sara and thinking 
about how much I want her. I watch her watch the city pass 
by the window of our cab, the light playing on her blonde 
hair and her soft skin. I want to bury myself inside her. I 
clench my hands momentarily and look ahead, out of the 
front windshield, bringing myself under control. I will wait 
for the right moment. 


But that right moment had better be soon, because I don’t 
know how much longer I can hold myself back from 


claiming her. 


In our room, still energized from our meal and the 
excitement of visiting a different city, I step to the floor 
length windows on one side of the room and open them 
wide. They open out onto a small balcony, just big enough 
for the two of us to stand on. Not my choice of course, Paul 
booked this place, I would have chosen something more 
spacious but romantic enough. 


“Sara,” I call out softly, turning to see her in the room, 
taking her earrings out. “Come and look.” 


She moves to join me, stepping into the small space and 
leaning her arms on the metal railing as she looks out. The 
city is spread out in front of us, gleaming in the moonlight 
and orange glow of homes, bars, restaurants, and 
streetlights. Even at this time of night it’s still alive, though 
more peacefully so. 


“Its beautiful,” Sara says. Together we look out over the 
view towards the Eiffel Tower in the distance, to the other 
monuments we visited today and the others yet unseen. “I 
can see why they call it the city of love.” 


“That’s funny,” I tell her, looking down openly at her, my 
eyes searching her face. “I was thinking the same thing.” 


Sara looks up at me, her eyes half lidded and her lips falling 
open slightly. This is the moment I’ve been waiting for, and 
in this moment I don’t feel there is any way she could not be 
mine. I will claim her and make her mine. I move my hand 
up to take hold of her face, my palm cupping her chin, and I 
draw her towards me. 


I hear her breath catch in the moment before my lips meet 
hers, with a deep and pure kiss that feeds my hunger for 
her. She shivers as if a spark of lightning has gone through 


her, and when I draw back just a short distance to examine 
her face, I find that she doesn’t look confused, or annoyed, 
or angry, or any of the things that I risked when I took this 
leap of faith. 


No. She looks surprised, yes, but pleasantly so, a warmth 
starting to flood through her cheeks, her eyes staring only 
at my lips as if dreaming of their possession one more time. 
I give her what she wants, leaning down a second time to 
claim her, catching her lips with mine and then her tongue, 
probing my way into her mouth to take all that she has to 
offer me. 


Part of me only meant to kiss her, but now I know it was a 
promise I never really intended to keep. When she 
responds, kissing me back, even rising onto her tiptoes, I 
know I can’t hold myself back any more. I want to take her, 
to fill her with my child, to make her mine in every 
conceivable sense until there is only us and no other 
possibility. 


I palm both of her cheeks, holding her against me, against 
my mouth. As our kisses deepens she moans gently, and I 
know I can't keep my hands still for much longer. One of my 
hands drifts down, across her neck and shoulders, around 
her back to pull her body tightly against mine, to let her feel 
how hard I am for her. 


Sara barely moves, but she does respond. I feel her open 
her mouth to me, her body straining to meet mine. I know 
she wants this too, maybe just as much as I do. I let my 
hand drop from her back and sweep around, until I can cup 
and knead her breast in my palm. She takes a shuddering 
breath when I do but doesn’t pull away, and even though I 
know I’m getting more carried away than I intended to, I no 
longer want to stop. I draw out another ragged breath from 


her lips, squeezing and rubbing the fabric of her dress, 
wanting it out of the way sooner rather than later. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


If the kiss took me by surprise, then the feel of Mark’s hand 
on my breast is something else entirely. I could hardly have 
dreamed something like this would really happen - that he 
would be kissing me, here, on a balcony in Paris, the city 
spread out before us in the cool of the night. But what’s 
happening now is so, so hot, and I can barely catch a breath 
as his mouth covers mine once more. 


Suddenly Mark pulls me back through the heavy drapes of 
the window and into the privacy of our room. I’m about to 
protest - I didn’t really mind the thought of other people 
being able to see us kiss, and I wonder if he did, and why - 
but then he pulls me towards him again and I don’t have 
the chance. In a flash his hands are at my chest again, but 
this time not simply cupping and kneading me through my 
dress but plunging past the fabric, grabbing and lifting, and 
pulling my breasts free of both my dress and my bra 
underneath it. In moments I am effectively topless, my 
breasts no longer constrained by the fabric and free in his 
hands. 


Mark dips his face down, kissing and swirling his tongue 
around my nipples, making me gasp out loud. It’s all 
happening so fast, but I don’t want it to stop or slow down. I 
want this. I want him to take me right here in the city of 
love, to give me what I’ve dreamed of for so long. 


“Sara,” he says in a rush of hot breath, standing up straight 
and claiming my mouth again, his hands lingering to toy 
with my nipples and sending jolts of pleasure rippling 
through me. I had no idea it could feel so good just to have 
his hands there, let alone anywhere else. But his touch 
disappears and he drops his hands away, lower, running 
down over my hips and to the hem of my dress, sliding up 
inside on the bare skin of my... 


“I always wanted it to be you,” I blurt out, panting for 
breath. Somehow it feels important that he knows, that this 
isn’t just the headiness of Paris and the moment. That after 
this trip, I won’t go back home and pretend nothing ever 
happened. I want this to be real. 


“Wanted what to be me?” Mark asks, pausing, his hands 
tracing the lacy trim on my panties, the bare skin of my 
hips. 


“My first time,” I pant. I wonder if I should have tried to be 
coy, pretend I was more experienced, but I guess he would 
figure it out anyway. And I need him to know. To be careful 
and gentle with me, because I don’t really know what I’m 
doing. 


Mark pulls away, his hands off my skin, my dress dropping 
back down around my knees as he takes a step back. “This 
is your first time?” he asks. 


I swallow hard, wondering if this was the right thing to say 
after all. Maybe I should have tried to pretend until the last 
minute. I didn’t mean to put him away. But now he’s looking 


at me with his head cocked to one side, and it doesn’t feel 
like there’s any point in trying to lie now. The cat is out of 
the bag. 


“Yes,” I tell him. The simple and honest truth. There’s never 
really been anyone else. 


Now, I’m afraid that he’s going to rip that fantasy away, just 
at the moment when I thought it might become reality. 


“Then this isn’t right,” he says, looking at me and shaking 
his head. “I wanted to make today memorable for you, to 
show you what I could offer you. But it’s not quite special 
enough. For your first time, we should dedicate more time.” 


“More time?” I say, shaking my head, not understanding. 
“But we spent the whole day together, and it was magical. If 
this is what you want, then...” 


Mark smiles and shakes his head. “You don’t understand 
yet. Sex is about more than just the act itself. The build-up 
can be just as pleasurable. Foreplay isn’t just about clumsy 
fumbles a few minutes beforehand. It’s an art. I want you to 
experience it in full your first time.” 


I can’t deny that it sounds good, but I’m also impatient. Not 
only that, but I’m beginning to feel ridiculous standing here 
with my breasts out on full display, talking to him as if this is 
totally normal, trying to convince him to take me now 
instead of tomorrow. “I don’t want to wait,” I say, trying 
consciously not to whine. “I want you now.” 


A look passes over Mark’s face. “Stop that, before I make 
the mistake of changing my mind,” he growls. Then he licks 
his lips, his eyes traveling over my body. “But just because I 
said we should wait for your first time, doesn’t mean we 
can’t do anything at all tonight.” 


“What do you mean?” I ask. 


With a wicked grin, Mark leads me by the hand over to a 
chest of drawers that sits beside the bed. Before I can ask 
him again, he lifts me up in the air, taking me by surprise 
yet again, and deposits me on top of the chest of drawers 
and then grabs my hips again to drag me forward, until my 
ass is resting on the very edge. 


His quick fingers slide up the inside of my dress again, 
pushing the fabric out of the way. Then they hook into the 
sides of my panties, dragging them down my legs, leaving 
me bare before him. 


“Already wet for me,” he says, his voice dropping to a low 
and husky tone in a way that goes right to my center. 


“T told you,” I say. “I want this.” 


Mark growls again, an animalistic sound that rips straight 
from his chest as he kneels in front of me, bringing his head 
level with my newly-unveiled pussy. I flush at the thought of 
him staring at me down there, seeing everything. “Stop 
tempting me,” he says. “You’re going to like what I have as 
an alternative.” 


I want to ask what it is, but I don’t have a chance. Before I 
can say a word, Mark’s head dips forward, burying his face 
between my legs. I gasp wondering what he’s doing, and 
then I feel something, something rough and wet, moving 
across my lips down there and - 


Licking. He’s licking me! 


His tongue strokes over me with slow, long measures, 
making me gasp and moan as he touches all of my sensitive 
nerves. I never imagined it could feel like this, and when he 
quickens his pace to short, slow, and powerful licks right 
across my bud of nerves, I feel like I might explode. 


“Mark,” I gasp, my hand instinctively going to the back of 
his head, gripping onto him. I try desperately to hold onto 
something to try and direct his movements, and as he 
begins to swirl his tongue around in a circular motion, I 
know this is like nothing I could ever have dreamed of. 


I cling onto him as he works his tongue around and around, 
unable to control the gasps and moans that come out of me. 
I thought I would be embarrassed to have something like 
this happen to me, but I can’t focus on anything other than 
the sensations he is making me feel for long enough to be 
shy or awkward. 


Mark’s movements get faster and faster until he hits a 
rhythm that makes me moan and squirm, gripping tighter 
onto his hair, thrusting my hips forward in an attempt to get 
closer to his tongue that I’m not in control of. I explode as 
pleasure rolls over me in waves, so intense all I can do is 
shut my eyes and exist in the center of it, letting it wash 
over me. A burning fire of ecstasy sweeps over my body, 
pouring out as I twitch and moan, slowly coming down from 
the orgasm, unable to do anything else but let the wall 
behind me support my body and stop me from falling. 


CHAPTER:SIXTEEN 


As I get to my feet I look down at her, panting and flushed, 
and wet, laying spread open in front of me. My cock is so 
hard I can barely hold on. It’s a physical pain, how badly I 
want to take her right now. Make her mine properly. 


But I made a promise, to make it as special as possible, and 
to make the build-up just as good as the act itself. I feel like 
I’ve made a pretty good start on that already. Sara’s eyes 
finally flutter open and she looks up at me with a dazed 
expression, her cheeks still pink and glowing. She looks 
beautiful. I can’t wait to see how she looks tomorrow night. 


I lean down and kiss her full on the mouth, getting one last 
thrill from the idea of her own taste in her mouth, and then 
pull back. 


Good behavior from now on, Mark. No getting carried away 
and breaking the promise so soon after you made it. 


“We should get ready for bed,” I tell her, and even though 
she pouts a little, I can see that she’s ready to agree. She’s 


had enough for tonight. Enough to satiate her and leave her 
dreaming of more. 


I’ll hold back for her, but that doesn’t mean we have to keep 
up the distance between us. I strip my shirt and jeans off in 
the bedroom while she watches me, slowly recovering her 
breath enough to sit up and start to cover herself. That new 
dress of hers I imagine, will probably need dry-cleaning. A 
bill I am more than happy to foot, considering how it got in 
that condition. 


When she comes out of the bathroom in that lacy nightgown 
that just keeps on driving me wild, I can see that she’s 
surprised to see me laying under the covers of the bed, 
waiting for her. 


She doesn’t say anything, but simply gets into bed next to 
me. I figure I’d better say something, at least, to address 
the change. 


“You don’t mind if I don’t sleep on the floor tonight?” I say, 
layering the words with charm and a teasing suggestion. 
“Considering I’ve had my mouth on your body, I thought you 
wouldn’t mind sharing a bed.” 


Sara laughs at my tone, short and quick. “You make a very 
good point,” she says. Her eyes are turned downwards, long 
lashes shading them. I think she must feel shy after our 
encounter. “I don’t mind. Actually, I’m glad.” 


“How long exactly have you been wanting this to happen?” I 
ask, amused, as she lays down on her side, facing away 
from me. I deliberately move forward, looping an arm 
around her waist and letting her back rest against my 
chest. 


“A few years,” she admits. I groan at that, feeling the heat of 
her skin against mine through her nightgown. 


“And here I was thinking that I had to work hard to seduce 
you,” I say. “To get you to see me as anything other than 
your Dad’s old friend.” 


There’s a slight pause before she replies, and I regret my 
choice of words. I guess the reality of Paul is something that 
neither of us wants to deal with just yet, not while this is all 
fresh and new. “Do you mean that you’ve known Dad for 
ages so you’re old friends, or do you mean you’re old? 
Because both work,” she says. 


She’s teasing me already. Good. I guess the awkwardness 
has worn off. “I’ll get you for that,” I say, smiling into her 
hair as she reaches out to switch off the light. 


I can barely sleep because I want her so badly. I have to 
angle my hips away from her so that my aching cock can’t 
even think about touching her, and even still it’s hard to 
drift away. In the end I allow myself to slip into the fantasy 
of having her tomorrow night, what it will be like to claim 
her and take her virginity, to make her mine in such a real 
and solid way. That’s what allows me to slide into pleasant 
dreams, making the morning come faster and with it the 
promise of everything tomorrow will bring. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


I wake up to find Mark leaning over me, just like yesterday. 
It’s beginning to be a familiar sight, one that I can’t help 
but admit I would be happy to see any given morning. This 
time his smile is an extremely welcome addition, and I can’t 
help my eyes trailing down over his bare chest. 


“Morning, sunshine,” he says with a wink. “Time to get 
ready for the day. Join me in the shower?” 


My eyes open wide at the prospect. I might have been 
asleep only a moment ago, but now I am most definitely 
wide awake. “Sure,” I say quickly, sitting up and pushing 
the covers to one side. 


I follow Mark through to the bathroom, where the shower is 
already running and ready for us. Mark helps me to slip out 
of my clothes before kicking his shorts to the floor, giving 
me the chance to grab an eyeful of the parts of him I’ve 
been most wanting to see. 


“Fair’s fair,” he shrugs with a grin, seeing where my eyes 
are pointing. “I’ve seen yours.” 


I clear my throat to try and come up with a witty response, 
but absolutely nothing comes to mind. I guess the sight of 
him, fully naked in front of me, is more than my brain can 
handle first thing in the morning. I just nod mutely and 
smile, feeling the pink flush rise in my cheeks as we stand, 
face to face, naked. 


Mark doesn’t seem to feel the awkwardness, though. He 
reaches out for my hand and pulls me with him under the 
jets of the shower, which is pleasantly warm and gentle on 
my skin. Steam rises up around us as we stand under the 
water, slicking back our hair and grinning at each other. 
Shyly in my case, and with amusement in his. 


I don’t have to wonder about what to do with myself, 
because Mark quickly takes the lead. He presses a number 
of buttons on the wall to fill the air with the soft scent of 
rose petals, and to squirt out foamy shower gel into his 
hands. He steps closer to me then and spins me around, 
and begins to work his palms across my back and 
shoulders, working up a lather as he goes. 


It’s funny to feel like I’m being washed, as if I’m helpless - 
but also strangely sensual and erotic. An image comes to 
my mind of an ancient queen, like Cleopatra, being washed 
by her servants because she was too powerful and 
important even to do something like wash herself. Mark’s 
hands glide over my skin in a combination of washing and 
massage, sending deep relaxation through my whole body 
as he works his way down my spine. 


After my back his ministrations stop just short of my ass, 
which almost makes me want to complain out loud. He lifts 
my arms and washes them, one by one, from the top of my 
shoulder joint all the way down to the tips of my fingers. At 
last, then, he spins me around, and spends a long while 


soaping up my breasts and circling my nipples with his 
fingers, making me moan and melt into him. 


Just as I’m beginning to think it can’t feel any better, Mark 
drops to his knees on the tiles in front of me. Before I can 
say a word he has his hands soaped up again and starts to 
run them up my legs, starting from my feet and working all 
the way up to my thighs. His fingers brush torturously close 
to the heated bundle of nerves that so desperately wants 
his touch, before moving away again to work on my other 
leg. 


At last, when every part of me but one is clean, Mark 
sweeps his hands around my ass and begins to knead my 
flesh, sending fire into my belly as his fingers dip lower and 
lower. Finally they glide between my legs, making me shiver 
as his long-awaited touch enflames me even more. Then his 
fingers are on me truly, gently rubbing and teasing the way 
his tongue did last night, making me grip onto the railing at 
the side of the shower for support. I adjust my posture, 
widening my legs and planting my feet further apart to give 
him more access, and then I gasp in surprise as one of his 
fingers slips inside of me. 


The alien feeling is so strong, almost threatening to knock 
me off my feet. I can feel him inside me, gently thrusting 
just a little way in and then out again, and even though I 
know it’s only the length of his finger and nothing more the 
sensation is amplified because it’s him touching me. Mark 
increases his speed, extending his thumb so that it rubs 
over my lips at the same time as he plunges in and out, and 
I can’t help a low groan escaping my lips. It feels so good, 
so strange, like nothing I’ve ever imagined before. 


Is this going to be it? Is the build-up over? Will he take me 
now? My mind struggles to hold onto a thought under the 
onslaught of the sensations between my legs, and I have to 


grip hard onto the railing for support so that I don’t fall to 
my knees before him. 


That same pleasure as last night washes over me, leaving 
me with a wash of white light behind my closed eyelids, 
making my knees go weak and my hips twitch and convulse. 
This time Mark keeps going a little longer, even after I start 
to come, drawing out the sensation and making the tremors 
and the ecstasy pulse through me for a few more moments. 


I emerge as if waking up, gasping for breath, finding myself 
slumped against the wall for support. Mark is standing 
beside me now and he draws me to him under the water, 
holding me up and leaning down to plant a soft and gentle 
kiss on my lips. 


“Let’s get dressed,” he says, pushing my hair and the water 
with it out of my eyes and giving me an amused smile. 


I think he might be joking, but then he leans over to switch 
off the water and steps out in search of a towel, handing 
one to me. 


What is he playing at? 


I thought we were going to do it now, but he already has his 
back to me as he towels off. I watch, clutching my towel 
against my chest, as he strolls back into the bedroom to get 
dressed. I guess this really is happening. We’re going out 
somewhere, not staying here to finish things off. 


I wonder what he has planned for today? 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


I’m already for our big day of fun. I took the time before 
Sara woke up this morning to get a few things booked, 
making calls out on the balcony with the doors closed 
behind me, so she wouldn’t hear. It was a little difficult to 
get things organized on short notice and in a city where I 
don’t speak the language, but I have always found that 
money is great at greasing wheels. Why not use it to give 
Sara everything my princess deserves for her first time. 


By the time she wakes up, I’m ready to get her going with 
the first morning surprise, a little something to remind her 
of what awaits tonight, and keeping her throbbing with 
anticipation. I want her to be so full of pleasure this week 
that she barely remembers anything else. So blissed out 
that her thighs and her pussy ache from the pulse of 
ecstasy that has pulsed through her again and again. By the 
end of this, IIl fill her with my seed and tie her to me with a 
baby and make sure she never wants for anything again. 


But it all starts out here in the city of love, the most perfect 
place to make someone well and truly fall for you. I couldn’t 


have made a better choice myself, and I have Paul to thank 
for that. Not that I’m convinced he will appreciate my 
gratitude. 


When Sara emerges, dressed in a cute, floaty tank top that 
shows off her cleavage and pale blue jeans, I take her by 
the chin and kiss her deeply. I can see from her eyes that 
she wants it bad, wants it now. But I have much more to do 
first before I can give her the real prize. 


“Follow me,” I say, leading her by the hand. We move 
through the corridors of the hotel and down, out through 
the reception area and onto the street. In front of us, a 
giant horse with shaggy hooves stands in front of a 
carriage, lifting its head to snort in the morning air. 


“Oh, look,” Sara says, dreamily. “How romantic! I wonder if 
they’re here all the time.” 


“Not all the time,” I tell her. “You have to book them in 
advance.” 


She looks at me with wide, round eyes, and I give her a 
confirming nod. Yes, my eyes tell her. This is all for you. 


“Oh, my gosh,” Sara exclaims, rushing forward to pet the 
horse on its long neck. “Mark! This is amazing!” 


“Get in,” I tell her, moving to the side of the carriage and 
offering my arm to help her up. The driver is already in 
place, nodding to me with a knowing look at how happy she 
is. He thinks Ill be getting lucky tonight. He has no idea. 


Once we’re both seated happily in the carriage, which is 
designed and decorated to look like some kind of royal 
coach from a fairy tale movie, the horse starts to move out, 
dragging us with it. We roll along the roads past some of 
the monuments we saw yesterday, and then others that we 
didn’t get around to. Sara smiles and laughs, and points 


things out excitedly as we go. We take photographs of 
ourselves with interesting sights in the background, leaning 
together with my arm extended as far as it will go to take 
the shot. 


By the end of a few hours of exploring the city via carriage, 
we have a whole trip’s worth of memories saved to our 
phone galleries. I also have the pleasure of slipping my arm 
around Sara’s waist and staying that way for the whole trip. 
To anyone else looking on, we must look like a loved-up 
couple who has been together for a long time. She even 
sneaks a kiss on my cheek now and then, when she’s 
overcome with happiness at what I’ve organized for her. 


The carriage finally stops and drops us off outside a busy 
street full of restaurants and cafes, which is perfect for us 
given that it’s lunchtime already. I’m sure it’s also perfect 
for the driver, who can pick up his next customers from 
here. 


“Let’s go in somewhere casual,” I suggest, looking at Sara. 
“Why don’t you choose?” 


“You mean you don’t have somewhere booked?” she teases. 


I laugh, putting my arm around her shoulder as we walk 
together. “I didn’t want to restrict our schedule. Besides, I’d 
like you to be able to do what you want to do, not just what 
I’ve chosen. Although I'll have you know, I did ask him to 
drop us off on the best street in the city for food.” 


“How about here?” Sara surprises me by pointing ahead, at 
a venue advertising itself as a vegan pizzeria. “I’ve read 
good things about them online. Apparently, it’s a very cool 
brand.” 


“I guess I’m not the only one who did my research,” I say, 
impressed. “Alright. Lead on.” 


The pizza place turns out to be just as cool as she 
suggested, with a laidback Parisian vibe and sinfully good 
vegan pizzas. I have no idea what witchcraft goes into 
making the cheese taste like actual cheese, but it may well 
be some of the best pizza I’ve ever had. Naturally, with the 
limited menu of whatever the chefs have made that day in 
the little boutique restaurant, we have to try a sample of 
everything. 


I don’t think I’ll ever get over watching Sara eat. The way 
she enjoys it is so palpable that it makes me hot under the 
collar. All I know is that if I get to spend every mealtime for 
the rest of my life watching her eat, I’ll never be a bored 
man. 


And then she does something that really catches my 
attention. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


The pizza is so good that I don’t ever want it to end. I 
hesitate on my last bite, laying it down on my plate to look 
around and enjoy the atmosphere of the place. It’s a small 
operation, and most of the furniture even looks like it was 
salvaged, but the food is so good it might as well compete 
with that Michelin-starred place we went to last night. 


There’s one more thing I’m still hungry for, and I think it 
might be time to tease Mark a little. After all, he’s been 
teasing me all day starting with that shower this morning, 
and then nestled next to one another in the carriage, his 
hand occasionally slipping close to places I want him to 
touch so badly. He knows I’m on edge, wanting him to take 
me to bed and end the suspense, to give me what I want. 
Maybe it’s time he’s reminded of what he’s waiting for, too. 


I sneak my hand under the table onto his knee, watching as 
his eyes flicker up towards mine in surprise. He doesn’t say 
a word, and he still keeps quiet as my hand moves higher 
and higher, my palm on the top of his leg and my fingers 
stroking up the inner seam of his trousers. 


Mark’s eyes get fractionally wider for a second, and then 
his expression darkens, something sinful coming over his 
face. He looks at me full in the eyes as my hand slides 
higher, and higher, finally resting at the joint of his leg and 
his hip. I can feel his package resting against the edge of 
my fingers, warm under my flesh, and stirring just slightly 
at my touch. 


Carefully and slowly, Mark leans in close to me, eyes 
narrowed into slits, his breath ghosting warm over my face 
as he puts his lips close to my ear. He looks as if he would 
like to eat me up right here on the table, instead of the 
pizza. It takes my breath away for a moment. 


“TIm going to give you a choice, Sara,” he says, his words 
murmured directly into my ear, for me and me alone. A 
shiver travels down my spine at his proximity. “We can go 
on from here and go shopping. Illl buy you anything you 
want. Anything at all, no matter the price.” 


He pauses and extends a hand, his fingers trailing so lightly 
over the side of my bare arm that I can barely feel them - 
though I feel them enough for a thrill to travel up my arm 
and right down to the pit of my stomach. 


“Or,” he continues. “Even though it’s still the early 
afternoon and I had planned to spend the whole day out 
together, we can call it a day right now and go back to the 
hotel room. And once we’re there, I'll have my way with you 
and give you what you’ve been waiting for.” 


Another shudder runs through me, as electric as anything 
else. I know what I want. My heart is racing, but not just 
with nerves - with excitement and anticipation, thrumming 
through my veins. I want Mark so badly that I don’t think I 
can wait anymore. 


I can barely hear my own words through the thundering in 
my chest. “Take me back to our hotel room,” I tell him. “And 
take me to bed.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


Even now that we’re here, I’m not going to rush it. I know 
what Sara wants, and I’m going to take my time giving it to 
her. She stands in front of me in our hotel room, her earlier 
rush of confidence seeming to have disappeared as she 
realizes that she doesn’t know what she’s doing. 


It’s fine, it doesn’t matter. I know full and well what I’m 
doing. I move towards her and take her hands, placing 
them on my hips while I reach up to cup her face and kiss 
her, deep and slow. The kind of kiss that lets her know she’s 
safe with me, that I will look after her always, that I want 
her deeply. 


I move to find the hem of her top and lift it over her head, 
slowly, gradually, taking my time. There’s no rush here and 
now. We have all the time we need. I take in her body one 
part at a time, popping open the button on her jeans and 
helping her to slide them down and off her legs. 


She’s perfect, even just like this. I want to bury myself 
inside her, to lose control and take her until I’m satisfied, 


but it’s her satisfaction that matters today. Her pleasure. I 
can’t forget that. I admire her, standing back with a smile, 
letting her know just what I think of her. She meets my eyes 
with a hesitant smile. A flower just coming into bloom, a 
woman just beginning to understand how sexy she really is. 


I let my hands drift over her skin before I reach up to 
unclasp her bra and slip it away from her body. I take my 
time appreciating her breasts before removing her panties. 
When she is naked in front of me, shy suddenly and 
blushing, I tell her how beautiful she is before pressing her 
close against me and bringing her in for an even deeper 
kiss. 


I don’t stop with her mouth. I trail my kisses, hot and light, 
down her jaw and over her neck, making her shiver as my 
lips pluck at her skin. Down I go, down to the swell of her 
breasts, too large to fit inside my hands, to kiss and lick her 
nipples, flicking them with my tongue to make her gasp. 
Then lower, and lower, planting my kisses across her 
stomach and down, across the bones of her hips, then 
between her legs. I stop short of her pussy, wanting to bring 
her a new kind of pleasure she hasn’t experienced. Our 
third time together, and the third way for me to bring her to 
ecstasy. 


It’s time. I take her over to our bed and lay her down. It 
takes a matter of moments to strip my clothes off before I 
crawl over the top of her, aligning our bodies, her face 
below mine as I dip low to taste her lips again. I slide my 
fingers inside her to prepare her, working her just as I did 
this morning until she is so slick and wet I know her body is 
ready, and then I line myself up at her entrance and ease 
inside. 


It’s torture for me to move slowly now, but I do. I watch her 
face, all the little expressions that fly across her face as she 


feels me inside of her for the first time. Her surprise at 
every little sensation, the new feeling that can’t compare to 
anything else. I ease into her so slowly, inch by inch, losing 
all hold on time and place until it could take me an hour or 
it could take me a minute - all I know is that I take it as slow 
as I can, wanting to let her adjust and relax before every 
single push forward. 


At last I’m fully inside of her, as deep as I can go, my eyes 
wanting to roll back in my head from her tight grip. Warm 
and wet and perfect, I torture myself further, holding as still 
for as long as I can. I want her to be comfortable. She needs 
to be comfortable, because this is important, she's 
important to me. I want to put a baby inside her, to claim 
her, to have her scream my name in joy. I hold still, looking 
into her eyes and waiting to know that she is ready. I won’t 
move until I know that I will give her pleasure, only 
pleasure, and nothing else - because if anyone in the world 
ever makes her feel pain or shame or sadness ever again, I 
know I will defend her to my last breath. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


I should have guessed from how tall and muscular Mark is 
that he would be big. But I could never in my wildest 
dreams have pictured just how big he might look or how he 
might feel inside me. 


He’s buried so deep. Every time I thought that he must be 
as far in as he could go, with nothing left to add, he 
managed to surprise me by pushing in further. I feel more 
full than I ever have in my life, and it tugs at something in 
my chest, a feeling of completeness. Rightness. As 
forbidden as this may be, because of who Mark is to my 
family, I can't deny that this feels exactly like where I’m 
supposed to be. 


“T can’t hold back any longer,” Mark says, looking deep into 
my eyes. I understand him right away. The urge to move, I 
feel it too. 


“Then don’t,” I tell him, throwing caution to the wind and all 
of my nervousness along with it. 


With a look of relief, Mark pulls slowly out of me and then 
thrusts back in, harder and faster than the first time - 
though given how slow it was, that isn’t difficult. But he 
does it again, and again, beginning to build up speed, 
thrusting harder every time, slamming into me so that my 
breath wooshes out of my lungs. 


“Are you alright?” he asks, concern instantly flooding his 
features. 


But the thing is, I am. It felt good. Really good. “Do it 
again,” I tell him, my hands coming up to grip at his arms 
on either side of me, the only thing I can manage to focus 
on. 


Mark gives me an impressed look and then begins to move 
again, just as hard as before, then faster. Every thrust 
seems to touch something deep inside of me, something I 
had no idea existed until now. It is the sweetest pleasure, 
and if there’s a little pain mixed in, that only makes it all the 
more addictive. I want more, much more. 


“Faster,” I pant. The wait for him to thrust back in when he 
pulls out is too intolerable, even as fast as he goes. I want it 
all the time, constant, no gaps, no breaks. I want the 
contact between us, the friction, to last forever. I stop trying 
to catch my breath and allow myself only to gasp out air 
each time he hits that spot inside me. Tiny little breaths, 
leaving me feeling light-headed, spinning along with 
everything else, the fire in the pit of my stomach growing 
and growing, threatening to burn us both away to ashes. 


I don’t want it to ever stop. I want this to be forever. With 
every passing minute the pleasure only seems to increase, 
building inside of me like a fire roaring higher and higher, 
getting sweeter, more overwhelming, until all I can focus on 
in the whole world is the place where we're joined together. 


Mark’s hands tangle in mine and his lips find my own, his 
tongue pushing between them. Then we are joined 
everywhere, hands, mouth, hips, chest, legs, arms. I’m 
complete, one with him, unable to even move anymore, 
completely under the sway of his quick and urgent thrusts, 
feeling him grow impossibly thick and long inside of me, 
until I feel like I might burst. 


And then I do, the fire rising up to overwhelm me, carrying 
me to some higher place where everything is sweet ecstasy, 
and then I’m plunging down again to know the tingles of 
pleasure through every part of my body, a pulsing rhythm 
inside of me. Mark shudders and cries out and I know that 
he feels it too, that same fire taking him over. 


We lay together after, the world coming back to life around 
us. First the realization that I need to breathe, then the bed 
with the twisted sheets wrapped around my hand and feet 
where I fisted them, then the room as a whole. The slick of 
sweat on our skin, Mark’s hot breath over my face as he 
rolls to the side, the sudden rush of emptiness between my 
legs. 


In the silence the only sound is our panting for breath, 
together. Coming back down to earth. 


“Was it worth the wait?” Mark asks at last. 


“More than worth it,” I tell him. My head feels stuffed full of 
cotton candy, light and pink and sugary and nothing else. I 
can’t remember a single desire or want that exists outside 
of this room. 


Mark rolls onto his side to face me and snakes a hand up to 
cup the side of my face. “You’re so beautiful,” he says. 


“Thank you,” I say dreamily, because it’s polite, and I don’t 
have enough brain power right now to connect enough 


thoughts to form any other kind of reply. “Can we do that 
again?” 


Mark chuckles deep and low in his throat. “Right now?” he 
says. 


“Right now,” I say. “And I don’t mean the part where you 
make me wait a whole day and go out in a horse-drawn 
carriage and eat lunch and all of the rest of it. I mean the 
last bit. Starting from when you put me on this bed.” 


Mark sucks in a breath, catching his lower lip between his 
teeth for a moment, a savage, primal gesture that makes 
me think of him like a beast. Maybe he is. Maybe we both 
are. If this is what it’s like to be an animal, then I think I’m 
done with being human. 


“Your wish is my command,” Mark growls, his hand 
dropping from my cheek to encircle my breast, rubbing my 
nipple to attention and pinching it for good measure. 


I catch a breath to complain but don’t, because it feels so 
good. Instead I tilt my head up towards his, and he is only 
too ready to close the rest of the gap between us and 
devour me in a kiss. His hand trails down my side towards 
my hip, and I close my eyes in anticipation, losing myself in 
the feel of his lips and his hands. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


“We have to eat,” I tell Sara with a laugh, trying to catch my 
breath again after another fast and furious session. She 
seems to have easily made the transition from virgin to 
insatiable, and as fit as I may be, I’m not invulnerable. I 
need fuel. 


Sara makes a face, screwing her cute nose up. “If we go out 
then we have to get dressed,” she points out. “And we won’t 
be in bed anymore.” 


“Who said anything about going out?” I say, grinning at her 
as I reach for the phone beside the bed. I dial it quickly 
according to the instructions on the pad beside it. “Hello, 
yes, I’d like to order room service. That’s right, room 302. 
Yes, please. What are your specials? Alright, two of those.” 


Sara giggles, cozying up next to me to try and listen in from 
beside me, her head against the wrong side of the receiver. 
“Get some fries too,” she says. 


I roll my eyes and grin. “And a side of fries,” I tell the 
receptionist. “Do you have desserts?... Cheesecake? Yeah, 


we'll have two slices of that as well.” 


Sara laughs as I put the receiver back down on the cradle, 
laying her head back on the pillow. “That’s a lot of food,” 
she says, prodding my finely honed six-pack. “Are you sure 
you can manage it?” 


I rest my head on my hand, propped up on one elbow to 
look at her. “I need the energy,” I tell her. “I have a good 
feeling we’ll be burning it all off later.” 


Sara leans towards me, and I give her a chaste kiss before 
getting up and out of bed, and padding towards the 
bathroom. 


“Where are you going?” she complains. 


“Someone has to be decent to get the room service,” I 
laugh. “You wrap yourself up there. We’ll have dinner in 
bed.” 


I give myself a light spritz under the shower, shrug on a 
plush white robe that was hanging beside the door, and 
emerge just in time to hear a knock from the hallway 
outside. The room service here must be pretty good, to 
arrive so fast. 


I open the door to see a smiling member of the hotel’s staff 
with a rolling tray laden with our food. “Your room service 
order, sir,” he says. His smile is just a little too wide. I 
gather, working in a hotel, he probably knows enough to 
see the signs of a quick food break in the middle of a hot sex 
session. 


I pass him a tip and pull the tray into the room myself, 
nodding silently to him. I don’t want him coming into the 
room and getting an eyeful of my Sara. She’s mine to look 
at no one else’s. 


“Tt smells good,” Sara exclaims as I shut the door. She 
makes to get out of bed, but I shake my head and wheel the 
cart over to her. 


“Sit up,” I tell her, helping to arrange some pillows behind 
her back to prop her up comfortably. “I told you. Dinner in 
bed.” 


Sara grins, and lets the sheet fall down to her waist, leaving 
her bare chested. I can only stare for a moment before 
shaking my head. “You’d better put those away before I 
change my mind about eating,” I tell her, handing her a 
plate as she chuckles and pulls the sheet back up again. 


I take my food and climb in next to her, the fries sitting 
between us on the bed. The food is good, rich and well- 
flavored, but I can barely focus on a single bite. I’m 
ravenous, yes, but not just for the sustenance of the food. I 
can’t get my head off of one thing, and one thing only. 


I’m only halfway down my plate when Sara lets the sheet 
fall again, giving me a sly sideways look as she does so. A 
teasing look. I know she’s doing it on purpose, but that 
doesn’t make it any less effective. 


I clear my throat, then put my plate and the fries on the 
small table beside the bed, deliberately and carefully. I turn 
next and pluck Sara’s plate out of her hands, leaning over 
to replace it on the cart. 


“Hey!” she exclaims, watching the rest of her dinner 
disappear out of reach. 


“T told you not to tempt me,” I say, moving my body over 
hers and reaching down for the belt of my robe, letting it 
hang open. 


“Oh,” Sara says appreciatively, a wicked smile on her face 
as she pushes the sheets further down her body. 


I bury my face in her chest, rolling and kneading her 
breasts in my hands, then let one of them fall between her 
legs to massage her there, teasing all kinds of wonderful 
sounds out of her throat. I can’t take it for much longer 
before I need to bury myself inside her fully, to be back 
inside that tight, hot, wet pussy that is only for me. 


“Perfect,” I breathe, lining myself up to enter her once 
more. Her soft moan as I push inside, and the way she rolls 
her head back against the pillows, lets me know that she 
feels the same. I begin to thrust gently at first, taking my 
time but it’s not long before I know I have to answer the 
primal urge to go hard and fast, to slam into her the way 
she seems to enjoy the most. I have her calling out my name 
and gasping for air by the time we’re both falling over the 
edge, panting in another state of blissful exhaustion, both of 
us spent again - for the moment, at least. 


I don’t want this to end. I could happily spend the rest of my 
life here in this hotel room, burying myself inside Sara, only 
coming up for air to get room service, then doing it all over 
again. I could do this for the rest of my days and never want 
for anything else. 


“It’s almost a shame,” I say, picking up my plate of now cold 
food to begin picking at it again. 


“What is?” Sara asks, giving me a look of alarm. 


I shake my head and smile, reaching out to squeeze her 
hand so that she knows I don’t mean this. “That we have to 
go to the wedding tomorrow,” I say. “I would much rather 
just stay here with you.” 


“I know,” Sara sighs, but shrugs. “But I’ve been looking 
forward to this wedding for a long time. It’s going to be a 
good day. And maybe it will be a good time for us to be 
together for the first time...out there, I mean.” 


I think about what she’s saying. “You mean, to be a couple 
for the first time?” 


“Right.” Sara shifts, facing towards me. “Dad’s not here, so 
it’s the perfect time. We can face him later I mean, we’ll 
have to. But we can kind of... debut ‘us’, without that added 
pressure.” 


I tilt my head. “It’s a good idea,” I tell her. Then I grin. “And 
I can’t say I’m not pleased about the idea of walking into 
that wedding venue with you on my arm, showing the whole 
world that you’re mine.” 


“Then it’s agreed,” Sara says, biting into a cold fry. 
“Tomorrow, we go to the wedding as a couple.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


After the food, another round, and then the late hour of the 
evening, I must have drifted off to sleep. Something wakes 
me and I realize that the light of morning is streaming in 
through the curtains, we didn’t get around to closing them 
last night. Without my eye mask on, I’m surprised I was able 
to sleep but Mark and I did wear each other out. 


My brain is still groggy, but I dimly realize that something 
must have woken me up. What was it? Some kind of noise, I 
thought, something coming from - 


The door. Which is now opening, even though Mark and I 
should be the only ones with a key. 


I scream and grab at the sheets to cover myself, waking 
Mark in the process. I don’t know who this intruder is, but I 
do know they shouldn’t be here, in our room, where we’re 
supposed to have privacy and safety. 


“What the hell?” 


Through my sleep-induced fog, and the panic and fear of 
seeing someone come into the room without actually 
getting a good look at them, I realize that I recognize the 
voice. And a moment after that comes the recognition of 
just whose voice it is. 


“Dad?” I gasp, wrapping the sheets more tightly around my 
chest, clutching them against me for fear that they will 
drop. 


“Paul?” Mark says, just a moment behind me, grabbing the 
sheets to cover himself. 


Dad’s standing in front of the bed now, and I can see him 
clearly, the fog of sleep now all but gone. His face is red, 
with anger, shock, and probably embarrassment - and he 
keeps staring furiously forward, not at me, but at Mark. 
“What the hell is going on?” he hisses, throwing the 
keycard onto the bed. “I thought I’d come and surprise you 
two, since I managed to get the meeting done quick enough 
to make it out here after all. But you’re...” 


He doesn’t finish his sentence. I don’t think he can. My own 
cheeks are flaming bright red, and I have to look down at 
the bed, away from him. I managed to cover myself up, but 
it’s not as if it would take Sherlock Holmes to figure out 
what’s going on here. We’re both clearly naked in bed 
together and the fact that we’re sharing a bed in the first 
place is enough to tell the story. There’s no way to deny 
what happened between us. 


Beside me, Mark is moving, leaning down to snag his 
discarded underwear from the floor and pull them on under 
the covers. “Paul,” he says, his tone desperate. “Now, hang 
on a moment. This isn’t what you think...” 


“You mean to say you haven’t seduced my daughter?” Dad 
demands, gesturing angrily at the pair of us as if to point 


out that it couldn’t be more obvious. 


“No - well, I mean, obviously we...” Mark trails off, getting 
out of bed now that he’s at least partially covered up. He 
starts moving towards Dad, his hands up with the palms 
facing outward, a gesture of peace. “Just listen, okay? It’s 
not like that. I mean, it’s not a bad thing.” 


I wrap the sheets around me as much as I can, wanting to 
get up and make myself decent. I’m casting around for 
something to wear, realizing all of yesterday’s clothes are 
scattered on the floor. 


“How can it not be a bad thing?” Dad demands. He looks 
like he’s about to tackle Mark, and I utter a cry of alarm, my 
hand going up to cover my mouth. It distracts Dad enough 
for him to glance in my direction. “Get dressed!” he snaps 
at me, probably because he imagines he’s about to hit Mark 
and then drag me out of there. I don’t want that to happen. 
But whatever comes next, I do at least want to be fully 
clothed for it. 


I dive towards the closet and pull a few things down off the 
hangers, scooping others out of the shelf below. I barely 
even look at what I’ve picked out, just grabbing and 
running for the safety of the bathroom. 


I lock the door behind me, one ear on what is happening 
out there while I frantically rush to get dressed. It might be 
a mismatched outfit, but I don’t care. All I know is, I’ve got 
to get dressed and get back out there before Dad and Mark 
start fighting. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


I grab my jeans up off the floor, half-hopping and half 
dragging them on while Sara rushes to get her clothes. If 
I’m going to reason with Paul, I think it might be better 
received if I’m not half naked, reminding him of what he 
knows we've just done. 


“Look, just let me explain,” I say, quickly zipping up and 
then extending my arms towards him again. “I swear, if 
you'll just listen to me for a minute, you’re not going to be 
as angry. Maybe you won’t be calm, but you won’t want to 
hit me. Alright? Just let me do that?” 


Paul shakes his head at me, eyeing me murderously. I hear 
the click of the bathroom door behind me and know that 
Sara is, at least, out of the way for the moment. “Why 
should I?” Paul hisses. “Give me one good reason why I 
shouldn’t just knock you out here and now.” 


“One, because I don’t think you’d be able to beat me ina 
fight,” I tell him, raising my hands again to show him that I 
don’t actually want it to come to that. “And two, because 


this isn’t just some quick fling while we’re away. I’m not 
taking advantage of Sara. I swear to you. This is the start of 
something more.” 


“Something more?” Paul’s face twists. “Tell me you’re 
joking. Tell me you don’t think I would actually want that.” 


“But you know me, Paul, come on,” I tell him. “You know I’m 
a good guy. I don’t treat people badly. I’m going to look 
after Sara. Keep her safe, give her anything she could ever 
want. You know I can. I’m going to treat her like a princess. 
As good as you could ever want - better, even.” 


“Until you break her heart,” Paul sneers. I have no idea why 
he would think that, because it’s not like I have a 
reputation. He knows I haven’t had a girlfriend since we’ve 
known each other. He probably thought I was a monk. I 
have a feeling this is just a knee-jerk reaction, a father’s 
innate fear of his daughter getting hurt, compounded by 
the fact that he could lose his best friend and it all goes 
pear-shaped. I just have to make him see that his fears are 
unfounded. 


“T want her to be mine forever, not just for this week,” I tell 
him. I let my arms drop by my sides. This is the last point of 
the argument I can make in my defense, my one big chance 
to convince him. “I would never hurt Sara. I love her.” 


I hear footsteps behind me, even though I didn’t hear the 
bathroom door open. How long has she been out here? But 
Sara steps up beside me, wearing a mis-matched shirt and 
skirt, but still as beautiful as ever. “I love you, too,” she says, 
softly at first, just for me. Then she looks up at Paul, a fire 
blazing behind her eyes. “I love him.” She repeats it for his 
benefit, a firm statement that no one could possibly 
question. 


I look at Paul, and for the first time I see something that fills 
me with hope, doubt, plainly written in his eyes and his 
posture. His hands, that were forming into fists, now seem 
loose and uncertain. He’s beginning to hear us - to see us. 


We just have to keep pushing until he gets the full message, 
that this is happening, no matter whether he approves or 
not. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


I can see that Dad is starting to falter, that he doesn’t know 
anymore whether he should stay angry. Most of all, I think 
he’s starting to see that hitting Mark isn’t the best option 
right now. That’s a really good start, and I know if I can just 
find a way to make him see the rest of it, he’ll calm down. 


“T want to be with Mark, Dad,” I say, stepping forward again 
to take Mark’s hand and stand beside him. “I really do. I 
want to have a family with him. I didn’t know it until this 
trip, but this is meant to be. Mark and me, we're - we’re 
perfect together, Dad. Can’t you see that?” 


Dad’s eyes go down to our joined hands, his Adam’s apple 
bobbing up and down in his throat as he swallows. “This is 
disgusting,” he mutters. “You’ve known her since she was a 
child.” 


“And it surprised me, too,” Mark says, though he still grips 
my hand tightly. “I had no idea what kind of woman she was 
going to become. But when I saw her all grown up, I - I 
couldn’t believe it. I wanted to hold myself back, but this 


trip - being near her all the time - it was too much. I 
couldn’t deny what I felt. Sara is the only woman I’ve ever 
felt this way about. You know that, Paul. You know me.” 


“Tt’s all well and good now,” Dad says. I get the sense he’s 
run out of real objections and is just trying to bluff, to 
bluster at us until it all goes away. “It’s fine in Paris. But 
what about when we get home and reality sets in? She’s a 
child, Mark. She hasn’t even been to college yet. What is 
she going to do, stay home with you and travel around the 
country to all your residences, putting her career aside 
while serving you until you get bored of her?” 


Even though Dad addressed it to Mark, I feel like I’m the 
one who can accurately answer this one. I step in before 
Mark can open his mouth. “I’m not a child anymore, Dad. I 
know you wish I was, but I’m an adult now. I can go to 
college and have all those normal experiences - plenty of 
college girls have boyfriends and it doesn’t slow them down. 
Don’t imagine for a second that Ill sacrifice the things I 
should have to be a good little housewife. But...” I trail off, 
and take a deep breath. I have to tell him my truth. The 
truth that rests deep inside of me. “But the thing is, maybe 
that’s what I want. I’ve always dreamed of having a family. 
Being a wife, a mother. That’s more important to me than a 
career or academic achievements. I want to have my own 
family. To guide them, to help them grow, to be there for my 
husband when he needs me. That’s what I want.” 


Mark makes an impatient movement at my side, and I 
wonder what he’s thinking. “I had a bit of a surprise 
planned for later,” he says, his voice coming out strange. “I 
was going to do this at the reception, but I don’t think that 
matters now. Thing is, I’ve been thinking about this a lot, 
Paul. It’s not just a vacation romance. I can prove that. Now 
is as good a time as any, I suppose, and maybe it’s not as 
romantic as I would have liked, but...” 


Mark trails off and lets go of my hand, and then starts to 
fish in his pocket for something. Before I know what’s 
happening, he’s gone down to the floor in front of me, 
resting his weight on one knee. In his hands is a jewelry box 
that he pops open before my eyes to reveal an opulent 
diamond ring. 


“Sara,” he says. “I know this is quick. But I’m sure, more 
sure than I’ve ever been about anything. I want you in my 
life, forever. Will you marry me?” 


My heart catches in my chest. I look up and see the view of 
Paris spread out behind him through the balcony windows. 
The Eiffel Tower pops up just above his head. It’s plenty 
romantic here, I think, stepping forward with my eyes and 
mouth both as wide as they’ll go. I touch the ring distantly, 
as if in a dream, thinking that something this magical can’t 
possibly be real. “Yes,” I tell him breathlessly, feeling tears 
begin to spill from my eyes. “Yes, I’ll marry you. Yes. Yes!” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 


Tears are streaming down Sara’s face above a smile, and I 
can’t help grinning and feeling water come to my own eyes 
as I pull the ring out of the box and reach for her hand. I 
find that mine are, strangely enough, shaking with an odd 
energy as I slide the ring onto her finger and push it into 
place, making it official. 


I get to my feet and hold Sara tight against me, feeling her 
body shudder up and down with both sobs and laughter. I 
know how she feels, so happy she could burst. I know it 
because I feel it too. The rest of our lives is about to start 
right here, and we will be embarking on the journey 
together. She is mine, and I’m never letting her go no 
matter what obstacles might stand in our way. 


With that thought, I look at Paul. He still doesn’t seem 
happy, but the anger has faded away. Instead, he looks 
down, resigned. He knows that there’s no way he can win 
this argument now. Even if he doesn’t like the thought of 
Sara and me being together, he can’t have any more 
objections. This is real, it’s forever - and it makes his 


daughter happy, happier than I’ve ever seen her. He can’t 
take that away from her. 


“I suppose you should have asked for my blessing first,” he 
says, a little grumpily, as we finally pull apart. 


“I didn’t think I was going to get it,” I say. “But I’ll ask for it 
now, in retrospect. Can you give us that?” 


“Please, Dad,” Sara says, wiping at her tear stained face. 
“He makes me so happy. Can’t you be happy for us?” 


Paul grunts. He won’t smile, but I can easily see that he’s 
coming around. “I can’t say that I doubt your intentions 
anymore,” he says, eyeing the giant diamond now adorning 
Sara’s hand. “You’ve made them clear enough.” 


“Is that a yes?” Sara asks eagerly. I want to laugh. If the 
situation wasn’t so serious, I would. 


Paul grunts again, looking down at the floor. “It’s not a no,” 
he concedes, shoving his hands into his pockets. 


Sara gives a cry of joy and breaks away from me to 
embrace him, making him almost fall back in surprise as his 
hands come up instinctively to hug her back. “Thank you, 
Dad,” she says, squeezing him tight. “Thank you.” 


I let them have their moment, glancing over beside the bed 
at the clock. It’s getting on into the morning already. I guess 
we overslept. No wonder, after last night. 


“We should get cleaned up,” I suggest, when Sara finally 
lets her Dad go. I notice he doesn’t look quite as upset as he 
did before. “If we’re going to be ready in time for the 
wedding. Wait, will it be alright for all of us to go?” 


Paul nods slowly. “I phoned ahead and told them I’d pay for 
another place, since it’s so last minute,” he says. 


“Nonsense,” I tell him. “I'll pay. I’m the extra guest, after 
all.” 


Paul seems somewhat mollified by the gesture. He nods 
begrudgingly, then turns to look for a chair to sit on. He’s 
already dressed in his suit, it’s just Sara and me that need 
to get ready. 


“Twenty minutes,” I tell them both, making Sara squeal and 
practically dive towards the bathroom. 


I make a mental note to tell her to be more careful when 
we’re together in private again. After all, since we’re going 
to be starting our own family, she’ll have to start being 
more careful - so as not to harm the baby. 


EPILOGUE 


“Here we go, Gracey Boo,” I say, calling the baby by her 
nickname as I walk, bouncing her up and down in the baby 
harness on my chest. “We’re going to see Daddy. Yes, we 
are. We’re nearly there now.” 


I walk inside the elevator and wait for it to move us 
upwards. Gracey, our firstborn, looks at the mirrored 
surfaces inside the elevator with owlish curiosity and 
confusion. There’s another baby over there, she seems to 
be trying to say, and another Mommy too! 


I chuckle at her face and take hold of her tiny hand in mine, 
to keep dancing her around as we travel. Somehow, she 
seems to be happiest when she’s in motion. I think she must 
get it from Mark, because it’s definitely not from me. 


The elevator doors ding open and I step out, dodging an 
intern with a stack of coffees and potential disaster as he 
rushes inside. Mark’s secretary greets me with a smile and 
promises to discipline the boy which I tell her won’t be 
necessary, before buzzing Mark to let him know I’m here. 


“Hey, beautiful,” he says, coming out of his office while 
shrugging his jacket on, and leaning his head down to kiss 
Gracey’s forehead. “And beautiful.” He kisses me next - his 
favorite joke, lately. 


“Are you ready to go?” I ask him. 


“Of course,” he says, grabbing his briefcase from his helpful 
secretary and turning us back towards the elevator. 


I shift Gracey, carry on bouncing her up and down as we 
make our way to the ground floor of Mark’s office building. 
Normally, if we were going out for dinner, we would have a 
babysitter stepping in to look after Gracey for us but that’s 
not possible tonight, given that we’re off to meet our 
normal babysitter, my dad. 


“How’s your day been, little bean?” Mark teases, leaning 
over to fit his finger inside Gracey’s fist. She, with the usual 
panache, lets go of his finger and latches onto his beard 
instead, tugging at the short hairs and giggling. 


Laughing along, I answer him. “I managed to get all of my 
studying done by the afternoon,” I tell him. “I got ahead on 
the module, even. This little one was beautifully quiet, 
playing with her toys. She was a very good girl for Mommy, 
weren't you, Gracey Boo?” 


Gracey burbles nonsense, happily tugging her Daddy’s 
beard with all her might and making him wince. “Well, 
that’s good,” he says. “I’m proud of you, Sara. Juggling 
motherhood and being a part-time college student, that’s 
not nothing.” 


“T’ve got a high-powered husband to keep up with,” I tell 
him with a wink. 


He chuckles. “Knowing you, once you’ve got this business 
degree under your belt you'll be running the place.” We 


cross the lobby and exit the building, heading towards one 
of Mark’s drivers. When you’re constantly busy, juggling a 
child, and always having somewhere to be, a driver is a very 
nice perk to have. 


“Right, then,” Mark says, nodding at the man in the front 
seat as we Strap ourselves in, making sure that Gracey’s car 
seat is firmly fastened. “We’d better be off. I don’t want to 
risk irking Paul by being late.” 


I laugh, because he’s joking. Dad has mellowed out about 
the whole situation ever since we got married, and since 
Gracey came along he’ll forgive us just about anything. Not 
that I want to push it. 


“T think we’re fine for time,” I tell him. 


“Well,” Mark whispers, leaning over Gracey’s head to get to 
my ear. “In that case, we ought to get him to pull up under 
a bridge somewhere and go for a smoke. You know your 
Dad’s going to ask us about when we’re going to give him 
grandchild number two. We’d better make a start.” 


I laugh and swat him away, giggling with a little flush on my 
cheeks. Our sex life doesn’t exactly need any help - even 
with the disruption of Gracey’s midnight feeds and the lack 
of sleep, we still can’t keep our hands each other. 


“Be a good boy at dinner, and we’ll make a start when we 
get home tonight,” I tell him, purring at the thought. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


I loosen my tie as I walk down the hall towards my office, 
trying to get some air. That was one hell of a long and 
boring meeting. I usually manage to keep them short and 
interesting when I can help it. I should have known better 
than to go into business with a boring client like that one. 
I’m sure there are many more meetings like that in my 
future. 


I push open the door and sigh, relieved to be on safe 
territory at last. Sara looks up from where she sits at her 
desk, poring over a pile of graphs and statements. 


“Good meeting?” she asks. 
“Ugh,” I tell her, by way of reply. 


She only chuckles and shakes her head, going back to 
studying the papers. 


I walk over to the biggest ray of sunshine in the office. Our 
youngest, Hope, who is sitting in her playpen with a few 
wooden blocks. You’d think the way she clinks them 


together would be a distraction, but actually we’ve both 
gotten pretty used to it. We have our finely-tuned parent 
sense to tell us to stop what we’re doing and pay attention 
whenever something is wrong, but Hope seems pretty 
happy just playing with her toys and dozing all day between 
feeds. 


I lift Hope up out of the playpen and hold her against my 
chest, cooing at her and making her laugh. I sometimes 
wish that Gracey could be here all day with us as well, but 
she started school last September and has always been 
ecstatic at the prospect of another day with her classmates 
and friends. I doubt she’d want to play hooky even if I 
offered her ice cream. 


Still, Hope is definitely the balm that I needed to get me 
through the headache after that meeting. I bounce her up 
and down playfully, getting ready to play our favorite game. 
The one where I pretend that I’m going to throw her up in 
the air, and Hope screams joyfully to realize that I didn’t 
throw her at all. 


And before I can even get started on the first swing, Hope 
makes a funny noise, screws up her tiny face, and vomits all 
over my suit jacket. 


“Oh dear,’ I say, holding Hope who now looks incredibly 
pleased with herself, at arm’s length. 


Sara tsks and gets up. “She just ate, Mark,” she says. “You 
know you can’t swing her around after lunch. Here, put her 
back in the playpen.” 


I put Hope down carefully, then shrug off my jacket to 
examine the damage. I sigh at the sight of it. There’s no way 
I can put this jacket back on, and I’ve got another two 
meetings before the end of the day. 


“Put your arms out,” Sara says. I turn, mystified at the 
instruction, to see her holding out a clean jacket and it even 
matches the trousers from the other set. I grin at her as she 
helps me shrug it back up over my shoulders and 
straightens the lapels for me. I’m a lucky man. 


“What did I do to deserve a woman like you?” I ask, 
checking my cufflinks and leaning down to plant a kiss on 
her lips. 


“Tm still trying to figure that out,” Sara teases, standing on 
her tiptoes to kiss me back. “But it must have been 
something good.” 


“You’re not kidding,” I say. I grin, my hands lingering on her 
hips for a moment. “ How are the figures looking?” 


“Very good,” Sara says, heading back over to her desk. “I 
think we might just have been able to justify the sheer 
nepotism of you taking me on.” 


“A thousand times over already,” I tell her. It’s true. She’s 
good at what she does - really good. She’s saving us money 
left right and center, not to mention helping to increase our 
sales. 


“I should be done by four,” I tell her, checking my 
appointments book. “ You?” 


“Four as well,” she says, making a pensive face. “Now, that’s 
interesting.” 


“What is?” 


“Well, Gracey has her after school club until six tonight - 
and Hope should be due for her afternoon nap by the time 
we get home.” 


“You mean... ?” 


“Yep.” Sara winks at me. “We can get some more work done 
on baby number three.” 


I glance at the clock, wishing it would tick a little faster. 
Four can’t come fast enough. 


In her playpen, Hope happily burbles and holds up her 
giraffe toy for me to see. 


Yep, I think, leaning back in my office chair. It doesn’t get 
much luckier than this. 
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